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oa Konkani Lekhak Sangh, a Goan organization of 
United Writers who mainly contributes to Konkani 
language as well as Konkani literature. It was 
founded in the year 1986, which was a need of the moment, 
when the language agitation for official recognition by the 
Government of Goa, in 1987, the writers felt the need of a 
Konkani daily in vernacular and for that purpose, writer 
united was to collect required fund to start a Konkani daily, 
but as Sunaparant the only daily in Devnagari script started 
by well known Konkani protagonist Shri. Dattaraj 
Salgaonkar, Konkani Lekhak Sangh turned its movement to 
development of Konkani writing. The beginning, it was 
speedy, but latter on activities of organization became slow 
and finally dormant. 


But in 2012, the founder President and then Chairman of Goa 
Konkani Academy, a Govt. organization, thought to revive 
Konkani lekhakSangh, and for last two years. It has emerged 
as one of the most active literary institution of Konkani 
writers. 


Konkani Lekhak Sangh has been conducting various literary 
programmes such as poetic meets, book publication 
ceremonies, seminars, debates, Katha Kathan i.e. shortly 
story recitation translated literature from other Indian sister 
languages, etc. 


Konkani Lekhak Sangh having several life members are 
contributing and actively participating in various literary 
feasts all over Goa. 


But, it is a fact that Konkani being a small language of this 
country, it does not boast of any past achievements, nor a 
long history as other sister languages are fortunate to have it. 
Though we name of Krishndas Shyama of 15 century, 
who wrote Shri Krishnacharitra. It was not enough to claim 
as hundred percent perfect contribution to Konkani 
language because of mixedinfluence of Marathi language. 
In Goa during foreign regime, Marathi being that next door 
vernacular language and most of the religious literature of 
Marathi Saints was popular very much among the Hindu 
population of Goa, and as far as education is concerned it was 
in Marathi medium, during and even after liberation of Goa 
in 1961. 


Undoubtedly, the greatest gain of Goa's liberation, all 
activities taken into account, was the revival of Konkani 
languages and it's literature in all its forms and nuances, 
particularly since the elevation of Konkani to the State of 
Goa's official languages act in 1987, the constitutional 
upgradation of Goa from a union territory, that far for, to a 
full-fledged state of the union of India in 1987, and the 
consequent inclusion of Konkani in the Eighth Schedule of 
the Indian Constitution. 


Sahitya Academy had already bestowed its recognition, 
Konkani as literary languages of India. In 1975, since than 
Konkani literatures have been rightful achievers of Sahitya 
Academy's prestigious sahity “puraskar” every year, and till 
date there are more than thirty Konkani literatures from all 
over Konkani speaking region's including Karnataka, Kerala 
and Maharashtra. ' 
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By Mrs. Sufala Gaitonde 


The historically, the arrival of Vaman Raghunath Varde 
Valaulikar popularly known as Shennoi Goembab (1877- 
1946) who brought about the renaissance of modern Konkani 
literature in Devanagri Script in Mumbai, urging Goans to 
write in Konkani as it was trend among Goan Hindus to write 
in Devanagri Script but in Marathi language, and speaking in 
Konkani and that was the reason why few branded 
independent Konkani as dialect of or boli of Marathi 
language and such controversies are still prevailing among 
scantly Marathi protagonist even in the present government. 


But inspiration from Shennoi Goembab was enormous and 
strong enough. The new generation inspired to take up 
literary pursuits in Konkani. 


After Shennoi Goembab the flag of Konkani literature 
successfully was shouldered by late Ravindra Kelekar, the 
only Konkani Gyanpith Awardee in India, Dr. Manoharrai 
Sardessai, his father Prof. Laximanrao Sardessai, Prof. Lucio 
Rodrigues, Dattaram Sukthankar, poet laureate Bakibab 
Borkar, Bayabhay, Shankar Bhandhavi, Mahabreshwar 
Sardessai, Chandrakant Keni, Shankar Ramani and many 
others were published. 


Liberation and Goas merger with mother India in 1961, gave 
a great boost to Konkani writers, who could not express 
freely in their own languages and in their own soil began to 
write forcefully the vivid forms of literature in Konkani, 
poetry, short story, plays, essays, other fictions, criticism 
started flourishing in the footsteps of Ravindra Kelekar, 
Bakibab Borkar, Dr. Manoharrai Sardessai, R. V. Pandit, 
Pandurang Bhangui, Shankar Ramani, Shankar Bhandhari, a 
new generation of Konkani writers emerged in full swing. 
Udai Bhembre, Datta Sri Naik, Damodar Mauso, Nagesh 
Karmali, Olivinho Gomes, women writers like Vijayabai 
Sarmalkar, Meena Kakodkar, Shaila . Naik, Hema Naik, 
Jayanti Naik, Nayana Adarkar, Maya Kharangete, Nutan 
Sarkhardarde Pobra Fernandes Zees Fernandes, New 
D'Souza, Vinly Quadros, Tomazin Cardoz etc. have been 
emmncely contributing to modern Konkani literature. 


Fire brand writers who scored in all the forms of literature, 
including poetry, short stories, novel, plays with equal talents 
includes Pundalik N. Nayak, N. Shivdas, Datta Nayak, 
Ramesh Veluskar, Prakash Padgaonkar, Poet, Madhav 
Borkar, Yusuf Shaikh, following these writers another flock 
of new brand talent emerged on Konkani horizon including 
Dr. Rajay Powar, Prakash Pariekar, Dr. Prakash Vazrikar, 
Sanjiv Verekar, Bharat Naik, Jayamala Dannyat, and several 
others whose names are worth contributing in the long list. 


We have certain limitation besides our small number, spread 
over Konkani speaking population from Goa to Cochin in the 
state Kerala, we have more than four scripts, mainly 
influenced of main regional majority language, for instance, 
in Karnataka the Konkani writer have been writing in 
Kannada script in Goa many are also writing in Roman Script 
as Romi Script was acquired by Catholic population in their 
religious activities in the Church the script who brought it by 
Christian missionaries, to propogate Christianity among 
converted Gogns in 15" Century, as Portuguese ruled Goa 
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and Goans from 1510 to 1961, and they used Portuguese 
language, even banning legally the usage of local Konkani 
language. 


Selected Konkani literature now being translated in all other 
Indian languages, few major Konkani novels written by 
Pundalik Naik, Mahabaleshwar, Damodar Mauso have been 
translated in English of course such translations, has helped 
Konkani to reach to non-Konkani writers of India as well as 
of world. 


Konkani Lekhak Sangh is striving to reach to the outside of 


world of literature, and their issue of lekhak (writer) mainly 
intend to reach to the writers visiting Goa, during such 
literary festivals. Lots has to be done, lots of Konkani 
literature has be reached to the otherside of the Globe. We are 
confident of quality, though we do not have that quantity as 
other languages of India boast. 


Writers who have keen interest to interect with local Konkani 
writers are always welcomed. Our little efforts in this small 
occasional issue of Lekhak cannot bring out entire panorama 


of Konkani literature, but we believe even such Glimpses of 


Konkani literature, certainly it inject, little idea about 
modern Konkani literature. 

Very few available translations of Konkani poems short 
stories, listing in Konkani literature, have been published 
in this issue of Lekhak. I am sure, we seek appreciation little 
appreciation to this efforts from our guest literatures. For 
those writers other than the Goans and Konkani, ‘“Lekhak” 
can provide whatever information regarding Konkani 
literature needed from time through available media, 
interested can contact “Lekhak” 


Email: shivdasnaik49@yahoo.in / Mrs. Sufala R. 
Gaitonde or 9823111917/9422417232. 
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HARLOT 


By N. Shivdas 


Just began chewing a betel-leaf 


A harlot beneath the tree 
Visible in thy eyelids 
Red delight of betel-leaf., 
Harlot gestured with eyes 
Beckoned with lip-smiles 
Any passer-by to that sid¢ 
Harlot knew to mesmeriz 
Such a harlot seeing the n 
Gently crowed like a hen 
Expectant of customer 
She was laughing, smilin 
On touching her corset 
No currency note she 'ld f 
Harlot was feeling hungr 
She kept on dreaming 
Hoping to get customers, 
Dreamt to clear them off 
Giving five minutes for e; 
From her pocket 

Safe at the navel 

She would pay 

For pegs of liquor, 

Go on drinking, drinking 
And drinking 

Will go on deteriorating 
And deteriorating a lot 
Thus would be the end 


Of the life of harlot! 


(Original Konkani poem Cheddi by N. Shivdas from his 
collection "SARTH DUK"KHARTH") 


2H ie oie oe oe oe oe ok 






Ah 


Pas 
4 Se) 


























= WITH THE BEST 
WISHES FROM: 


Robert do Rosario 
Yuepem 










} 


D\, 


Cc. 


/ 


ZBL) SYA itt} rt a* 


n the context of Konkani language the 20" century can be 

justifiably called a century of roots and wings. It is in that 

century that the Konkani-speaking community in our 
country rediscovered its roots and established its identity in 
the composite culture of India and it is in that century that 
Konkani-speaking people acquired wings through 
languages, literature and culture to fly higher and higher. 


The importance of the events that led to the rediscovery of 
roots and the acquisition of wings can be best appreciated in 
the light of the plight of the language till the end of the 19" 
century. Therefore, let me begin at the beginning. 


Origin — Most scholars concede that Konkani language 
evolved around the 10" century. According to Dr. Jose 
Pereira, during the 8" century, Aryans set foot on the Konkani 
soil. Their dialect was influenced by Prakrit languages and 
that led to the birth of Konkani language in the 10" century. 


Sripad Raghunath Desai opines that during the 9" or 10" 
century, Konkani, Marathi, Gujarati, Rajasthani, Bengali and 
other modern Indian languages were born from Apabrahmsh 
Prakrit. 


Similarities between Konkani and Mundari suggest that 
proto austroloids who inhabited Goa thousands of years ago 
brought this language to the West Coast and as time passed 
this language absorbed Aryan, Dravidian and also foreign 
influences. 


For about 500 years after its birth, Konkani must have 
remained only a spoken languages continuing the oral 
tradition. No evidence is available to prove its written 
tradition of that time. However, the 12" century 
Gomanteshwara idol at sravana Belagola carries an 
inscription under its feet in the words 'Chawuudrayem 
Karaviyalem’. Dr. Jose Pereira contends that it is the first 
sample of written Konkani. The former Head of the Dept. of 
Marathi at Nagpur University Dr. S.B. Kulkarni agrees. 


Saint Namdev in one of his verses of Gawlan type has written 
one of the stanzas in Konkani: 

Ura M1 aTant 

Ura TT aTant 

arava feet 

erent HeaAt at 

afta fears Fat 

Utara alae 

This may be a piece of written Konkani from the 13” or 14" 
century. 


Portuguese scholar Dr. Joaquim Eliodoro de Cunha Rivara 
has recorded that during conversions and the Inquisition 
most of the manuscripts that existed then, were burnt or 
otherwise destroyed. They included some Konkani 
manuscripts too. But no evidence has yet been found to prove 
that written Konkani was in vogue during the period 
preceding tg arrival of the Portuguese in 1@0 although 








A STORY OF ROOTS AND WINGS 


History of Konkani Language By Uday Bhembre 





circumstances suggest that locals were writing in Konkani. 


The First Prose - Stories of various episodes from the epics 
Ramayana and Mahabharat written by Krishnadas Shama 
are found. Neverthless, no proper research throwing light on 
the aspect whether the stories were written in the 15"century 
or whether they were recited to missionaries or were written 
for some other reason has yet been done. But that being the 
first prose in any modern Indian language, Konkani can 
certainly be proud of the achievement. 


In 1510, Portuguese conquered Goa and within the next few 
years, 3 Talukas viz; Salcete, Tiswadi and Bardez were 
brought under their rule. Around 1540, the process of 
conversions began. For that reason, foreign missionaries 
came to Goa. Foreign language did not prove effective to 
impart religious education to the masses. "I had gone to hear 
the sermon with great hope, but the sermon was delivered ina 
foreign language”, this Konkani proverb must have emerged 
from those experiences. Obviously, the missionaries were 
compelled to make provisions to study and to teach the 
language to others. Therefore, they compiled Konkani 
grammars and dictionaries and also produced religious 
literature. 


Printing press came to Goa in 1556. Konkani books were 
printed and published in this press and thus the propogation 
of Konkani books was rendered easier. Fr. Thomas Stephens 
published his book Doutrina Cristam' in 1622 and his book 
‘Arte de Lingua Canarim' the first Konkani grammar of its 
kind, was published in 1640. Two factors are important in 
this connection: the first book in an Indian language was 
published in Konkani and second, the first published 
grammar of any modern Indian language was of Konkani. 
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Fundamental Work — The work continued for around 100 
years. Fr. Thomas Stephens, Fr. Diogo Ribeiro, Fr. Antonio 
Saldanha, Fr. Etiyam de la Croa, Fr. Gaspar de San Miguel, 
Fr. Jose de Pedroz, Fr. Ignacio Arcamone and others 
contributed a lot to literature. Some other writers too, 
contributed according to their might. Perhaps this can be 
considered the fundamental and pioneering work in creating 
various resources for the study of Konkani language and to 
start anew era of written tradition of the language. 


Unfortunately, after a century, this work suddenly came to a 
standstill. Two factors were responsible for it: - one the 
establishment of Inquisition in Goa and the other - some of 
the missionaries who —could influence the King of Portugal 
grew tired of Konkani and wanted to impose Portuguese 
language and culture on the people of this land. Inquisition 
came to Goa in 1560. Rules framed by this institution put 
restrictions on the use of Konkani language. Those who 
changed their religion, obviously were sought to be cut off 
not only from Konkani culture but Indian culture as well. The 
importance of Konkani from the view point of others 
eventually declined. 


Attempt at destruction - Bardez taluka was allotted to the 
Franciscan priests for the propogation of religion. Gradually, 
they got addicted to the worldly life. The compulsion of 
learning Konkani was a hardship and a burden for them. 
They immediately apprised the then Viceroy of Goa: "We 
have come here to civilise the local masses: therefore, instead 
of learning their language, they must be taught our 
language." The Viceroy Conde de Alvor questioned: "How 
many years will the people require to learn the Portuguese 
language?" The priests answered: "Three years". The 
Viceroy accepted the proposal and recommended it to the 
King. The King issued a Decree in 1684, banning the use of 
Konkani. Study of Konkani abruptly came to a halt by this 
Decree. Obviously, except for oral communication, use of it 
for other purposes stopped. 


Darkness for Two Centuries-The Decree of 
followed by darkness for almost 200 years on the 
developmental front of Konkani. The written tradition 
having been discontinued, the language prevailed only on the 
tongues of the people; the gap between the various styles of 
Konkani widened. Two development stook place during this 
period. In 1812, the European Archbishop of Cioa, by his 
command, banned the use of Konkani even in speech in 
schools. 


1684 was 


The same order was implemented in seminaries too. The 
language which had already suffered asset back received yet 
another blow, Konkani was banished from the educational 


field. 


There was also a bright candle lit in that darkness. Dr. 
Joaquim Eliodoro da Cunha Rivara was appointed Chief 
Secretary of Goa in 1855. He was a"'scholar researcher and a 
keen lover of books. In 1856, he wrote a thesis, entitled 
‘Historical Essay on the Konkani Language' in Portuguese. It 
was published in 1858. He exhorted the youth through his 
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thesis to revive the spirit of Konkani. he insisted on the 
development of Konkani and emphasized that the education 
be imparted in that language. But his wise counsel fell on 
deaf ears ofa totally subjugated and servile society. 


During this period, Barao de Cumbarjua, Tomaz Mourao and 
a Luso Indian writer Fernando leal proposed the policy of 
imparting education in Konkani. but these efforts too failed 
to produce the required results. Konkani still lagged behind. 


In 1858, Dr. Sebastiao Rudolfo Dalgado, the lexicographer 
of distinction was born. After 30 years he compiled Konkani- 
Portuguese and Portuguese-Konkani dictionaries. He must 
have been inspired by the thesis of Dr. Cunha Rivara. 


Scattered Community - The history of Konkani people is also 
by and large responsible for the under developed state of 
Konkani language. Till the 15th century, Goa was ruled by 
kings from other regions. All of these rulers used their own 
language in the administration. Thus, Konkani never got any 
patronage of any ruler or regime at all. In addition to this 
Konkani community was scattered and the plight of Konkani 
became pitiabe. 


In 1294, Allah-ud-din Khilji invaded Goa and a few families 
from Goa fled to Kochi. The King of Kochi offered them 
shelter. Due to conversion and Inquisition more families 
migrated to Karnataka and Maharashtra. A few Goans fled 
their territory owing to famines and persecution from the 
Marathas. These families studied the languages of other 
regions and with the help of scripts from those languages, 
tried to preserve Konkani. But they spent quite some time 
settling and stabilizing themselves. No work could be done 
on the language front. Gradually, fences of scripts developed 
and communication was hampered. Due to this course of 
events, Konkani survived but it lagged behind its sister 
languages. 


The study of Konkani began in the 1 6th century and religious 
literature was created. Nevertheless, the inspiration behind 
this achievement was neither lingual nor cultural but was 
exclusively religious. As an important instrument of cultural 
renaissance, the work of development of Konkani 
accelerated at the end of the 19" century. 


Era of Achievement - In 1877, Shenoi Goembab - Vaman 
Raghunath Varde Valaulikar - was born. He embarked on the 
task of awakening the people about Konkani at the 
intellectual level. His endeavor later on took the form of a 
social movement and eventually it spread to all sections of 
Konkani speaking community. Shenoi Goembab is aptly 
regarded as the pioneer of this movement. 


In 1889, Eduardo Bruno de Souza published the first 
Konkani newspaper 'Udentechem Sallok' and that paved the 
way for Konkani journalism. 


In 1892, Luciano Ribeiro gave to Konkani 'Tiatr' the theatre 
and provided a platform for the rich folklore of the soil. 


Obviously, it attracted more and more people. 


Shenoi Goembab published his books in the first half of the 
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20"century. Not only did he write linguistics, grammar and 
history but he also created potent creative literature in 
Konkani. The ideas projected in his writing awakened the 
people. The future generations girded up their loins having 
received inspiration from his works. 


At the same time, the development of Konkani was 
progressing in Mangalore. A foreign missionary named 
Agnel F. X. Maffei compiled a Konkani dictionary and 
grammar of Konkani. St. Aloysius College was established 
and Fr. Silvester Menezes held high the flag of Konkani. In 
1920, Louis Mascarenhas started a _ periodical. 
‘KonkaniDirvem' and creative literature thus blossomed 
along with journalism. 


Awakening of the Masses - Year 1939 saw an important event 
in the public life of Konkani-speaking community. Late 
Madhav Manjunath Shanbhag organized the First Konkani 
Parishad in Karwar. For the first time, the representatives of 
Konkani community from all parts had assembled there. A 
new era of awakening had begun. Till this day the Parishad 
has held 24 sessions covering the four states and it can 
legitimately claim credit for awakening the Konkani- 
speaking people who were almost submerged in other 
cultures and giving them a platform to plan the future. 


Broadcast of programmes in Konkani from All India Radio, 
Bombay began in 1956. Writers and artistes got a platform to 
exhibit their talents. This led to increased awareness about 
the strengths and requirements of the language. 


During this period Konkani Mandals were started in most 
colleges in Mumbai and Konkani-speaking students from 
Goa and Mumbai actively participated in the activities of the 
mandals. The Mandalslit the torch of cultural identity in their 
hearts. Not only did the Mandals serve literature and culture, 
they also created an army of energetic volunteers needed 
then, to keep the Konkani movement going. 


Open Forum - Goa was liberated in 1961 from the colonial 
yoke. In 1963, Goa Government accepted Konkani as a 
medium of instruction. A few primary schools in Konkani 
medium were started. The dream of Dr. Cunha Rivara, 
Mourao, Fernando Leal, Shenoi Goembab and others was on 
the verge of being a reality. 


In 1966 Konkani Bhasha Prachar Sabha was formed in Kochi 
city of Kerala. The Konkani lovers there, united together 
with the bond of love for the language and its culture. A new 
generation of writers came to the fore. 


In 1967 Opinion Poll was held in Goa. Before that, while 
opposing the merger of Goa with Maharashtra, a few points 
were focused upon. Konkani language, culture and identity 
were prominent among them. The debates eliminated many a 
doubt and misunderstanding about the language. The youth 
was awakened and enlightened to light with greater vigour. 
Writers from all stratas of society began to enrich Konkani 
literature. 
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Recognition - There was a demand from Goa and Kerala for 
the recognition of the language Sahitya Akademi. The then 
President of Sahitya Akademi, Dr. Sunit Kumar Chatterji 
bestowed affectionate blessings upon Konkani. However, 
the Sahitya Akademi appointed a committee of five linguists 
and sought their recommendations. The committee was 
unanimous in recommending that Konkani is an independent 
literary language. This was a consequence of the 
unreasonable demand by Maharashtrians that Konkani is a 
dialect of Marathi. Inspite of the defeat in the Opinion Poll 
they aspired to merge Goa with Maharashtra and hence 
insisted upon calling Konkani a dialect of Marathi. 


Official Language - In 1986 the obstinate and stubborn 
attitude of the Government of Goa, provoke in agitation. It 
was launched under the banner of Konkani Projecho Avaz 
basically with three demand-I) To enact legislation to make 
Konkani the official language of Goa. II) Goa should be 
given the status of full-fledged state, and III) To include 
Konkani in the Eighth Schedule of the Constitution. 


The agitation was successful and on 4"February 1987, the 
Legislative Assembly of the then Goa, Daman and Diu 
Union Territory passed a legislation making Konkani the 
official language of Goa. The bill was assented to by the 
Governor on 14"April, 1987. The problem of official 
language having been solved, the Central Government 
conferred statehood on Goa on 30"May 1987. 


National Blessing - In 1992 the Central Government 
considered the demand to include Konkani in the Eighth 
Schedule of the Constitution. In all eight languages were 
demanding such recognition. Leaders of various political 
parties recommended the criterion: a language which is 
recognized by Sahitya Akademi and which is official 
language of any State be included in the Eight Schedule. 
Only three languages could satisfy these conditions: 
Konkani, Manipuri and Nepali. The Government accepted 
the criterion and on 20”August, 1992 a bill seeking 
amendment to the Constitution was introduced. Both the 
Houses unanimously passed the bill on the same day and 
Konkani was finally included in the Eighth Schedule. 


In the recent history the movement launched by Konkani 
Projecho Avaz had great significance. The very movement 
resulted into making Konkani the official language, 
attainment of statehood for Goa and inclusion of Konkani in 
the Eighth Schedule of the Constitution. 


In a way, this history is full of obstacles. The development of 
Konkani is attained only after crossing sorts of hurdles. 
These obstacles serving as blessings in disguise, guide the 
language into multifarious paths of progress. Of course, 
Konkani ought to feel proud of its achievements in various 
spheres. It can now legitimately dream of a bright future with 
a sense of confidence. It is for this reason that I would call the 
20"Century a century of roots and wings for all those whose 
mother tongue is Konkani. 
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your father. Avoi had once said. Yesterday, at school, 
Narayan Master had said that now that we were in the 
fourth class we would have to learn to write with a pen. 


i Vhere are some pens in that old box that belonged to 


I've done today's lesson on my slate but I'll need paper 
tomorrow so I asked Avoi for some money. She had barely 
two annas knotted up in the end of her sari, but realizing that 
her son needed an exercise book or he would be left behind 
by the others in the class she hastily untied the knot and 
pressed the money into my palm. 


I looked at the coins in my hand and was overcome by a 
desire to rush to Bhat's hotel and gorge on paav and bhaji, but 
where would I get paper for tomorrow, then? I didn't 
understand very much but I knew that I was a maid servant's 
son and that my father was dead. I'd never seen my father but 
people would say he was like that or like that........ 


Sometimes when I'd cry for a few monthfuls of rice Avoi, 
whose eyes would be streaming as she blew into the hearth 
trying to keep the fire alive would scream. 


“Cry! Now cry for that wretched dead father of your's! Not 
one bit of happiness from the day I was married, and now 
this!” 


My tears would dry up at once and I'd lie face down on the 
ground in silence. 


It was thus, nurtured on a diet of rice and a thin watery, curry 
that had no trace of coconut in it that I had grown up and 
reached the fourth class. And yesterday the Master said we 
would learn to write with pens. The very thought made me 
shiver in anticipation. The Kamavisdar who looked after all 
temple affairs wrote with a pen; so would I soon. When 
Father had brought the provisions from the shops on the hills 
he'd sit and write the accounts by the light of the petrol lamp. 
Avoi had seen a fine pen in his hand at that time, a pen with a 
golden cap. 


He had other pens too, she'd said, I remembered all of a 
sudden as I dragged the old box out on to the porch. It was 
locked, heaven knows what had happened to the key. Avoil 
hadn't touched it since Father passed away. She knew there 


was nothing inside. She had no use for pens, so the thought of 


breaking the lock had never entered her head, but I would 
open the box and get those pens...... That one, the one with 
the golden cap. 


I brought the iron pipe that stood by the hearth and swung it 
down on the lock. Avoi, who was plucking aboli blossoms in 
the garden, called out in alarm. She plucked the aboli flowers 


and strung them into wreaths which the married women of 


the village tucked into their hair. One day I saw ShanuBhat's 

wife take an aboli garland form my mother and tuck ‘it into 

the bun at her nape. How pretty she looked, like the goddess 
‘ 


® inthe temple, tthought. 
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THE LEGACY (YERAAS) 


A fascinating Konkani short story by N. Shivdas, translated by Vidya Pai 


Nee!) N. RY TAKE 


“Avoi, why do you make these garland for the priest and the 
Brahmin women of the village? Why don't you put them in 
your hair?” I once asked. 


Avoi gathered me close and broke into sobs. “They're not for 
Tense me and my wretched fate........” She sighed. 


I wasn't too perturbed by Avoi's scream of alarm because | 
knew she didn't care for this old box of Father's. It would 
have been thrown out long ago but since it had belonged to 
Father it had lain there in that corner all these years. 


“What are you up to?” 


“I'm breaking the lock” I said in tones that seemed to imply 
that I was doing something heroic. 


“Why? What 'll you find inside? Your father's legacy? Cast 
everything he had into the wind and left us like beggars 
crawling to people's doors!” 


Each word she uttered was loaded with her sorrow, but child 
that I was, I could hardly comprehend hat indignities, what 
suffering that young widow had to bear. As man grows older 
he looks for the root cause of sorrow, so sometimes it seems 
that he was better off as a child. The child cannot differentiate 
between one who is happy and one who is sad. Or would I 
have sat by my father's corpse playing delightedly with the 
cat whose twitching tail kept me amused as my Avoi beat her 
hands on her forehead and wailed? My Mavshi still talks 
about that scene and I begin to wonder why people feel 
sorrow when someone dies. To feel sorrow like that — it 
means one has grown old and wise and what does this 
wisdom bring but sorrow? 


My mother is wise. She saw the old box and it brought back 
memories of her sorrow and she began to cry. 


“What has your father left you? Earned money and ate it all 
up! Didn't even remember that he had a wife and a child! 
Didn't ever think of making gold chain or a bangle..... strung 
some black beads on a cord and hung it around my neck so 
that he could lord it over me as my husband! And then, 
having finished everything just went away leaving us to 
suffer!” 

She looked at me, wiping her nose, 
creature, look at your mae 
changed. Now suffer.....! 
like hot coals. 


“And you, wretched 
. you were born, but nothing 
> The words fell out of her mouth 


I knew that my father had left me nothing of account but Avoi 
had once said that there were some pens in that box. The lock 
snapped with the third blow and my father's box flew open 
and the cockroaches scrambled out. There was a heap of 
papers covered with writing in some strange language, I had 
no interest in those moth-eaten scraps and I shoved them 
aside. I'd find that pen with the gold cap and I'd fill it with ink 
and write in my exercise book. The pen would be far prettier 
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himself would ask 'who gave you that pen? For surely the 
Master himself would never be able to buy such a grand pen, 
then how would someone as poor as me do so? 


I was lost in dreams of that grand pen but I only found a few 
broken ones without nibs. Had Avoi only imagined all that. I 
wondered, throwing the box to the ground. On the inner 
surface of the lid was a little pocket and I could see something 
red tucked inside. I slipped a finger into the pocket and eased 
a little red bag out.I couldn't possibly hold a pen, I knew, but I 
was Curious to see what was inside. As I untied the bag, seven 
or eight shiny stones rolled out on the dung smeared floor 
glinting dully in the stray beams of light that poked through 
the thatched roof. 


I'd never seen anything of that sort before so I picked them up 
and rushed to Avoi who was still in the garden with the bow] 
of blood red rattan aboli flowers in her hand. 


“They're just stones. What're you showing off as though 
they're diamonds or something?” she scoffed pushing my 
hand away. The bag of shining stones fell to the ground again. 
I gathered them up thinking that I'd take them to school, we 
could play with them using them as counters in our games, 
like we played with broken shells normally. 


All of a sudden I remembered the Master's words, if I took 
these stones to Shambhu's shop may be he would give me a 
pen in exchange.... There was no longer any hope of finding 
a pen in father's box and Avoi would never be able to buy me 
one. 


I rushed to the market a soon as I had eaten and gazed at the 
rows of pens with golden caps and shiny silver caps glinting 
on the shelves. 


“I want a pen” I said hesitantly, pushing the bag forward. 
“Where's the money?” 


“IT don't have money, I have these......... 

“No money? Want a pen free! Do you think your father is 
sitting here....! * The man paid no attention to my words 
turning to serve the other customers. 


I had exhausted all hope. I walked away in a stupor as 
pictures of pens and paper, of the school and the master 
danced before my eyes. Suddenly I found myself another 
shop window full of gleaming pens. 


“One and a half rupees” the shop keeper said as he extended 
his hand to draw outa pen. 


“I don't have money..... I have these....... ” I said hurriedly 
pushing forth the bags w vith its glittering contents. 


“Are you joking!” the keeper cast a cursory glance at what I 
held out. Suddenly achange comeover the man. “What's 
Gel ee IGUSSecur he said taking the bag form my hand 


“Where did you get these?” 


I want a 
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“They're old stones. They were lying at home 
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The shopkeeper hid the stones from public view and cast a 
nervous glance all around. 


“Janu! Give this boy a nice pen” he said to his assistant who 
was leaning over to take a look. 


The shopkeeper's words fell on my ears but I could hardly 
believe he meant them till Janu pressed a pen with a shiny 
new cap into my palm. I was thrilled. It was as though a 
countless suns that shone I the heavens had suddenly been 
captured in my palm! The shopkeeper was still darting 
nervous side long glances but I didn't wait any longer. I didn't 
want to know what he'd do with those stones, nor did I ask 
what they were worth. Overcome with joy I danced all the 
way home. 


I would take the pen to school the next day, I'd write with 
it.....show it off to my friends! I, who was in the fourth class 


in : school; would now write with a pen just like the 
Kamavisdar did in the temple...... no joking! this was the 
truth! 


And then I learnt to write with a pen, and I was happy. As 
happy as I'd have been if I'd found that shining pen in Father's 
old box, perhaps. 


Many years have passed and I've possessed many pens. It 
was just the other day that I opened Avoi's trunk when I 
suddenly found that little red bag again. A few stones had 
remained on the floor that day when I had broken open the 
lock on Father's trunk,Avoi must have put back into the bag 
and tossed it into her trunk. I was overcome with desire to 
look at them again, and much to my surprise, they had lost 
none of their glitter over the years. 


I took them to Shetty, the jeweler. He stared at me with wide 
eyes, 


“Your family must be very aristocratic one.....such priceless 
SeMSewn nec What a legacy your forefathers have left you.... 
keep them safe....... he advised. 


I gathered them up without a word, the stones that I had given 
that shopkeeper all those years ago glittered in my mind's 


eye. Then clutching them tightly in my palm I hastened home 
to show my silver-haired Avoi the legacy Father had left us. 
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NATURES GIFT 


S uccessively for three days I have been looted. It was my 
treasure! Nature's gift! 


Three days back, a girl of my age, nearly thirteen years old 
came trampling mud and started plucking Kandalas, the tiny 
button sized white flowers blossomed on the bank of rivulet 
Mayanhol. With no reluctance I said almost crying, "Aye, 
don't pluck them. I want to pluck." 


A prompt answer came aptly, "Why? Why not? Do they 
belong to you?" 


I realised my folly. 
But I can't accept it. 


These Kandalas are mine. Even all villagers have taken it for 
granted. 


Over these three days, everything is going against my wish. 
The same girl must have done this! 


this was the cycle of thoughts, the cycle of worries 
that have been worrying Sudha. 


Now, she was in half sleep. She could not take sound sleep 
overnight. She knew today she had to get up quite early and 
get the bank before the girl reached. 


“Knoo....Knoow... Knoww" An alarming crow of a cock 
dashed from somewhere as usual. 


With no delay, she got up, sat on her bed. Took out the 
matchbox kept under her pillow and lighted an oil lamp. The 
long hands of lamp-light spread its hands all over her hut. 


"Baai, darling, have you got up?" 
Ameek voice of her mother came from mother's bed. 


Seeing her mother still awake on her bed, Sudha asked, "'Aai. 
you haven't slept overnight. Have you?" 


"No Baai, I couldn't. This heavy chest, this non-stop 
coughing didn't allow me to sleep." 

" k eS 

I know... by the way let me know, 
medicines?" 


did you take the 


"Not yet." 
"But why?" 
"Not yet bought." 


"But why, I asked!" 








"Let me get f k my pending wages." 
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Short Story Original Story “Kandalam” by Devidas Kadam translated as “Nature Gift” by writer himself 


Mother started coughing again, but the worried hart of 
daughter could not take it easily. Sudha asked anxiously, 
"Aai, why didn't you take money from my piggy bank?" 


"Don't worry, I will be alright. That is yours. Let it be there?" 


Mother very well knew that the money had been saved to get 
made a pair of golden earrings by her daughter. 


"Aai, that can't be only mine. Yours too, you too get up so 
early to escort me. You too pluck Kandalas. Don't you 
deserve to have a share in it? You know what happened these 
days. As you are bedded, nobody is there to escort me. I had 
to get the bank late and the result is before you. All the way I 
had to come back empty handed." 


This dialogue brought back the haunting memories that 
overpower her soul and body. Now being too restless to 
control herself, abruptly she said, "Aai, let me go..I am 


going." 


"Wait... wait" mother got up, coughing, opened the window 
close to her bed. Looked out, "Still it is dark. Wait for some 
time, let it dawn..." she said. 


"Aai, why don't you understand? You know what happened 
in these three days." 


"I know Baai, I know very well. But how can you go alone?" 
she stopped for a while to cough and then said in convincing 
voice, "Look, what I think, you better drop this idea till I'm 
okay. Just for one or two days..." 


Mothers convincing words brought no effect upon Sudha. 
Firmly she said, "No Aai, you can't dissuade me from this, I 
want to make it at any cost... my earrings!" 


"Do as you wish!" said mother being helpless and went back 
to her bed. 


Sudha opened the doors of her hut. A cold breeze came in like 
an unwanted guest. 


"I don't know, how you want doesn't understand. God knows 
when you will have that prudence... that sense!" mother 
muttered herself. 


Making up her mind, Sudha stepped out. Closed the doors 
back." Aai, I'm going..." saying her final words she started 
towards the bank of rivulet Mayanhol. 


Now the darkness had already started thinning and light of 
dawn was eagerly peeping out making the road visible for 
her. 


The cold breeze of Kartik, the month of November was 
beating her frgm everywhere. She started s ivering. She 
folded her hagigs to embrace herself to muster sogge warmth. 
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She was quite habituated with this, as she had been 
experiencing this since last four years. 


As to get the bank of rivulet Mayanhol early, she was walking 
hurriedly towards it, with some extra energy in her each step. 
But abruptly she had to stop at a junction, where the road 
goes towards two different directions. There was something 
a whitish figure stood by the side of the roads. Still, making 
her blood run cold, "what is it?" she thought for awhile. Her 
legs were reluctant to step ahead. Somehow she had to 
muster courage. 


The whitish figure now made some movements. He took his 
bicycle kept standing beside him on its stand and went ahead 
cycling on his way. "Poon... Poon" he blew his bicycle horn. 
"Oh, he is a Bread - man, how much I panicked!" she 
muttered herself and started ahead taking long steps, as she 
had to reach the bank, before anybody reached there. For last 
three days, she got late to get there and somebody had 
plucked away all the Kandalas, making them bankrupt to 
tease her. She knew no more she could take it so easily now. 


Kandalas meant a lot to her. She knew, without Kandalas, her 
life was meaningless. Her all desires and wishes were 
boosted by these tiny flowers, which made her cheerful and 


happy. 


Four years back her life was like a desert. Hardly could she 
wish for anything. He widow mother toiled hard to get just 
two-times meals. She had to do all the household works at 
others houses. And adding to that, her mother had to pay the 
debt to repay the loan that had been borrowed from landlords 
by her late drunkard father. 


Just buying a piece of cloth was like touching the sky. Most of 
the years of her babyhood life, she spent, were on others used 
clothes. 


Since she started going to school, it was her uniform clothes 
that used as main clothes for all different occasions, 
including village fair. Till she got new pair of uniforms, 
almost old one got ragged. Even some time they demanded 
stiches. 


Once she was working in her school garden along with 
classmates, accidently a thorn of the garden fence pricked her 
blouse and tore it. She had to be confined to her hut, till anew 
blouse was sewn. 


Her school was once preparing to go for picnic. All the 
students were excited, Sudha too wished to join them. Her 
class teacher Sneha was ready to pay picnic fees on her 
behalf. But what about the new clothes generally worn by the 
picnickers? Mother had said, "Don't worry, I'll see to it". 


Mother remembered the girl of same age, who had same 
figure and height, where she went to do house-hold works. 
She thought, her clothes could be a perfect outfit for her 
daughter. But when mother asked for them, she was readily 
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others, for it invites skin diseases. She had to remain hom 
pretending illness. 


She never participated in any school function nor attended 
special celebrations. She always preferred to stay home. And 
next day, when was asked for explanations, she just stood 
still like a quite statue. Neither she told the real fact, nor 
teacher seemed understood it. Many a time Sudha wished, 
she could ask her teacher, "Why don't you make uniform 
compulsory for such functions, including picnic?" 


And one day, unexpectedly these tiny white flowers were 
introduced to her. 


Her mother every day went to Nagphond, a small village, for 
house hold work, which was the source of their roties. 


Nagphond was situated on the banks of rivulet Mayanhol. As 
the girl had heard a lot about this beautiful hamlet, she 
wished to see it one day. Her polite request could not be 
denied by her mother and the same day she was rightly taken 
to Nagphond. 


While walking behind her mother, Sudha could not stop 
herself appreciating the natural beauty of the hamlet. Those 
with the wind, swaying coconut trees, those green mango 
groves, and those green fields and beyond the rivulet that 
lush green Ramnath hill. Everything was amazing, worth 
seeing and worth praising. 


"Aai, it's a wonderful place. Such a green place, I think, the 
people here must be rich with all kinds of pleasures." The girl 
said enjoying that green panorama. 


"Why not, they are!" 


"Aai, see ... see that, those flowers!" the girl cried abruptly 
and stood there spellbound, staring at the tiny flowers, as if 
her eyes had been plucked away by those white flowers. She 
saw the tiny flowers and their tiny trees, grown into bushes 
from everywhere to everywhere. 


She saw the button sized flowers has blossomed on the trees 
in such a way, that they could be appreciated as the stars of 
the sky had come down to settle permanently on those bushes 
not to die out. 

"Aai, what are they called?" 

"Kandalas" 

"Are they worn?" 

"Ofcourse!" 

"To whom those trees belong?" 

"No body. They are nature's gift." 

"Aai, may I pluck some of them?" 
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"Yes! " 





"Wait, I'll get you some." 


Mother had got down from the embankment. Trampling 
mud, finding a way in the bushes, she had plucked two 
bunches of Kandalas from a tree and brought them to her 
daughter. 


"Take." She handed then over to her daughter. And as the 
daughter was about to wear them into her hair, the mother 
stopped her, "Wait, You need to remove those pollen grains." 


"Why?" 
"Itis said that, if you didn't do so, you may have lice in hair." 


"My God!" Sudha promptly removed the pollen grains and 
worn them into her hair. 


And then, there in Nagphond, till her mother finished her 
work, Sudha could not takeaway her mind from Kandalas 
and their bushes. 


On the way back, she again requested her mother, "Aai, May 
I have some more bunches... please?" 
"Sure, I'll get you some." 


As she was about to get down from the embankment, the 
daughter said, "Aai, you don't go. I too like to pluck flowers." 
And without waiting for the mother's permission, Sudha had 
got down the embankment and gone trampling the mud and 
plucked four to five bunches of Kandalas and came back. 


Even though, Sudha was not satisfied. She wanted more and 
more and more, "Aai, can't we take these trees to our home to 
plant them in front of our hut?" 

"You stupid, they are grown only on the banks of salty water 
rivulets, Otherwise, all the women folk would have planted 


them in their gardens." 


"Aai, let me know, do the women folk of this village really 
like these Kandalas to wear?" 


"Sure, They are unusual to them, as they are available only 


for a few months. Women specially wear them at the time of 


village fair and festivals. Getting these flowers is a tedious 
work, If they get these flowers easily, surely they may prefer 
to wear them everyday. 


"Aai, why can't we do that business?" 


"You mean plucking these Kandalas and selling to those 
women?" 


"Yes!" 


"I have my daily works, waiting for me. 


If you wish, you can 
ve " 
gowithit." 4 \ 
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"Sure! Aai, | can do that." 


Now, she was very much determined to take up that work. 
She said firmly, "Aai, let us pluck all of them now only. Let 
me start today itself." 


"As you wish." said the mother, swaying her head 
affirmatively. - 


Then, they both had turned back, and plucked all most all 
bunches of Kandalas. Each of bunches contained fifteen to 
sixteen Kandalas. And when they got home, with no delay, 
the daughter having removed all the pollen grains put the 
flowers into a pot full of water intending to keep fresh. She 
thought of making Kandala chains next day to sell. 


Next day, in the morning, when Sudha saw the flowers, she 
was almost shocked to have them turned black in colour. 


"See Aai, what happened to them." 


The mother saw them and said. "Oh Baai, what have you 
done? I forgot to tell you that, they are not kept in water to 
keep fresh." Then she consoled her daughter saying, they 
would fetch next day fresh Kandalas. 


"May I gonow?" 
"Oh no! Now you must go to school." 


Next day, again both daughter and mother had gone to the 
bank of Mayanhol, plucked all Kandalas and brought home. 
Having removed pollen grains, they had made exactly 
twenty chains, The each Kandala chain looked like a chain of 
pearl. 


Sudha had sold them, standing in front of peepal tree at 
Sadashivgad market, and first time in her life, brought money 
home with such a delight, that had never been experienced by 
her. 


It was her first earning. She had counted the money again and 
again before puttingthem into piggy bank, more to get delight 
than to counting. 


Day by day, as the piggybank started turning into a big bank, 
some new dreams too started blooming in her heart. Tiny 
dreams like tiny Kandalas. 


Now, she had good clothes, a pair of chappals, and a little 
deposit in Sanchayika, the school bank. 


These days, a fresh new dream started to bloom in her mind. 
The dangling and swaying pretty golden earnings of her 
friend's ears were now dangling in her heart. She too wished 
to have such a pair of golden earrings. 


Some days back she casually had told her friend, "I liked your 
earrings. For me too, they would be looking good. Wouldn't 
they?" 
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"They cost a lot of money. You don't think of them." Friend 
had suggested. 


These piercing words of her friend were now pinching now 
and then. On which she had taken oath that, at any cost she 
would definitely have golden earrings. 


A gold smith had told her, they could be made out of four- 
gram-gold. 


And so to earn more money, she was deliberatively after 
Kandalas, the only source for her to fulfil her dreams. 


"Bow...bowoo..." a stray dog barked right before her, on 
which her cycle of thoughts abruptly stopped. 


"Shoo...Shoo..." she picked up a small stone and drove away 
the dog. 


Now the morning had dawned. Everything was clear and 
visible. 


She was walking hurriedly. 


The bank of Mayanhol was very clear to catch the sight of 


Kandala-bushes. 
Why have these mess gathered? Many of them are there! 
Have they come to pluck Kandalas? Oh no! They have 


sickles in their hands and are cutting the bushes. My God! 


She thought for a moment and then cried. "Aye, why do you 


cut them? Why? Why? Why?" she could not control herself 


seeing the nature's gift being devastated, paralyzing her 
tender dream. 


"A road is going to be constructed here, up to Devbag, far to 
the south. A gift for the locals by the government... It's a 
government order..." One of the labourers said equally in the 
same pitch of voice. 


Sudha stood there still. Quiet. Her blank mind thought of 


nothing for a while. 


Now, the every blow of the sickles started falling upon her 
heart. The flood of quiet tears started trickling down her 
cheeks. 


She turned back and started back for her hut, waiting for her 
mother. 


For a moment, for no reason she looked back. She noticed, 
the work was in progress... The bank of rivulet Mayanhol 
was going away from her. 


"Good bye... my nature's gift, good bye" Sudha muttered 
herself. 


Ae OK 2K 9K 2 ok ok ok ok 






ea) Uy 


SAPLING OF FIG-TREE 
(PIMPAL) 


In the morning 

While sprinkling 
Water in the orchard 

I saw a sapling 

of fig-tree germination 
In the small vase 


Startling myself 

I went on observing 
Very small sapling 

At the root of which 
There is strength 

Of gift of Eternal time 
Analysis of creation 


Looking at this sapling 
Under my nose 

This small sapling 

was turning into 
Gigantic Fig-tree 
Spreading its roots 
Into deep Earth 

And with its grace 
Began to embrace 
Allin all directions 


Fondling this sapling 
Affectionately I said, 
“With thy vision 
Thou hast made 


My heart as vast as the sky 


And indeed 

Ihave become blessed, 
With thy birth 

In my orchard” 


Now I will take-thee 
Along with vase 

And install thee 

In my courtyard 
Ofthe temple 

There singing the glory 
Of Time 

Growing day by day 
Oh, sapling of Fig-tree 
Give thy shade 

To the Human Race 
Eternally 

Making thy roots 
Strong perennially. 
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Original in Konkani by: Prakash Padgaonkar 
Translation by: Manikrao Gavnekar 
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t was 7.30 in the evening. Suddenly sharp sounds came to 
his ears. Thinking there must be fireworks, daddy ran to 

the veranda. He craned his neck in the direction of the 
sound and saw smoke rising in the air. What are these 
firecrackers for, he wondered. 


"Hey, Annie, come in front, did you hear the fireworks?" he 
called out. 


On hearing this, mummy came running out of the hall and 
stood in the veranda. She gazed atthe smoke and said, 'Those 
fireworks are above Bombi's house." 


"Were they expecting a baby or something?" Daddy asked, 
surprised. 


"T heard the Saibinn was to be brought to their house. It must 
have come today," Mummy replied, and returned to her 
unfinished work. Daddy kept quiet. His face grew grim. He 
sat on a chair, lost in thought. I gradually understood the 
reason for his state of mind. 


Bombi is the family name of my friend. Folks from near and 
far knew them by that name. My school mate Carlos was 
born into this family. The cluster has four houses where five 
to six families live. The houses stand at the outskirts of our 
ward. When the Saibinn comes visiting, theirs are the first 
houses encountered. Then one after another each house in the 
village is visited. 


The Saibinn is a little statuette of Mother Mary venerated as 
the Miraculous Our Lady. It is traditionally worshipped at 
each house for a day. The veneration of the Saibinn brings an 
atmosphere of happiness to the entire Catholic community. 
Both young and old are filled with delight. After the prayers, 
it was fun to stand in the queue for boiled gram. It didn't even 
matter if one didn't get the cake, patties and juice that came 
later. 


All the children of the village are lucky to enjoy these few 
days. Even the children from Hindu and other faiths turn up 
at the neighbours! Saibinn. Only I was unfortunate. I and my 
two sisters don't go to anyone's house. We usually attend 
other functions, but we never attend Saibinn. Our parents just 
don't allow us to go. They are actually very loving. If we ask 
for anything they always oblige. But if we raise the topic of 
Saibinn, Mummy falls absolutely quiet. And Daddy quivers 
with anger. 


I met Carlos the next day at school. We would both sit on the 
same bench in the Sixth B class. Ina free moment I mentioned 
the Saibinn. He beamed and told me that the Saibinn was 
coming to his house in another two days. You must come, he 
pleaded. I will ask daddy and come, I replied. 


Daddy, of course, refused. How would he allow me! The 
wound that had befallen him because of that Saibinn was stil] 
fresh. I have seen how much daddy had suffered, how badly 
he had been shamed. Every day he bears the taunts of his 
foes. He has lost his peace of mind. His face is always 
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clouded with despair. He doesn't eat well. Mummy is even 
worse off. Her withered body is a bag of bones. She walks 
like one who is dead. The villagers have branded them as 
criminals. When speaking to relatives or friends, mummy 
weeps her heart out. I live only for these children of my 
blood, she says, else I would have been dust in my grave long 
back. Yes, she is right. She is hospitalised very often. She is 
being treated for depression. Daddy suffers from blood 
pressure problems, he too lives on medicines. He is only 
forty, but he looks like he has reached sixty. Thinking of this I 
would be filled with fear. But I could do nothing. 


The events that took place two years ago would loom before 
me. It was the month of October. The paddy fields were being 
harvested. Many villagers own fields here, some large, some 
small. If one didn't have one's own field, another's could be 
cultivated. Seeing everyone busy, our enemies plotted 
against us, to cast false allegations on us. 


The Saibinn had entered the village, up to our neighbour's 
house, which was about twenty metres from ours. Three 
independent families live within this abode. Our house and 
this neighbouring house never got along well. The elders 
don't talk to each other. Only their children talk and play 
together. The first day the Saibinn was brought to one family 
and then to the other the next day. There is a tradition that 
family members stay home during the Virgin's visit. Most 
families say the Rosary thrice that day. 


Those being harvest days, the folks of that family must have 
gone out. Even so, at least one member must stay home. That 
is to ensure that the oil lamp in front of the statuette never 
goes out. The cotton wick has to be tweaked and the oil has to 
be topped up regularly. 


In the afternoon the children returned from school to their 
respective homes. It was lunch time. Suddenly a commotion 
could be heard by all. The Saibinn's gold has been stolen, 
cried the neighbour. Within a few moments the villagers, 
young and old, gathered in their compound. They rushed into 
the room where the Saibinn was kept. I too went in and was 
shocked. The two-tiny shutters of the Saibinn's altar-casket 
hung open. The tiny locks within dangled loose. The gold 
that adorned the statuette was gone. 


Hearing that the Saibinn's gold had been stolen, passersby on 
the street stopped. This was the Ponda-Margao highway. 
People came especially to see the bare statuette. Who was the 
thief? How did the thief get in? What kind of a wicked thief 
was this? These questions troubled the people. 


A large crowd had gathered as dusk fell, like in a festival 
melee. They were folks who had returned from their work in 
the fields and other places. My daddy too reached there. 
Mummy had already seen the place. They would usually 
never enter here. They too joined the debate. What a crooked 
man he must be, to steal the Saibinn's gold, everyone felt. 
What was to be done now? How was the thief to be caught? 
There was a discussion on this. Some felt the police should be 
called; others sgid the Vicar should be told. Finally someone 
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O; went to the church and fetched the Vicar. 


"Since this is a religious matter it doesn't feel good to call the 
police. You sort it out within yourselves or if needed inform 
the police," said the Vicar and left. The priest felt that no one 
in particular had a right to the Saibinn's gold. Every item on 
the statuette had been bestowed by some devotee or the other 
from the village. No one kept track of the numerous offerings 
that had adorned the image over the years. When a devotee's 
vow has been fulfilled, it's a tradition to offer a gift to the 
Pilgrim Virgin. There must have been about 300 to 500 grams 
of gold there. 


The family did not register a case with the police. As the night 
advanced the crowd dispersed. That evening the Saibinn was 
not taken to the next house as usual. After another day the last 
family in that house venerated the Saibinn. The next day the 
image was brought to our house as we did every year. And so 
it moved on from house to house and eventually left our 
ward. 


The issue of the theft grew larger with every passing day. 
How dare someone pull off such at heft, everyone around 
pondered. The wise ones of the village opined that someone 
from that house itself must have robbed it. The family 
members of that house figured that the entire village was 
badmouthing them. They hit upon a plan. 


A few days later those family members circulated an 
invitation to all their neighbours in the ward. "This evening 
the faraway with doctor will come to our house, he will 
reveal the identity of the thief, you are all welcome," the 
village crier called out all morning. 


That evening many gathered to await the arrival of the 
shaman, locally called Ghaddi. Men, women, children, they 
were all there. All were curious to hear the name of the thief. 
The shaman who seemed middle aged entered at the exact 
hour. He spread his mat on the platform readied for him. His 
long robe was gathered and knotted above his knee. The 
villagers began to murmur. What mockery was this? The 
witchdoctor is Hindu, what business does he have here? 


"Arre, they say he has the power to identify the thief." said 
old Forsu. 


"Is he God or what," said Johnny, who had passed his matric 
examination. 


"You are still young’ said Manuel.” “You won't understand 
this." 


Just then the shaman opened his sack and took out the items 
from within. He placed a large board in front of him. He lit up 
a brass lamp with five wicks and kept it to his right. He 
propped up a picture of some goddess and spread out other 
objects - a container of bibuthi, incense sticks, a coconut, 
etc..- all placed according to his whims. 


Now there were gods aplenty. The walls were adorned with 
images of Christ and various saints and now numerous icons 
of Hindu gods and goddesses squatted on the floor. Everyone 
reckoned that the thief would be soon exposed. And they 
would then catch him, beat him up and throw him into jail. 
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The anticipation among the villagers peaked. everyou 
stared at the shaman. 


Oooohbhbhbhh...Shu... ta... 


The shaman's rituals began. He moaned and groaned out 
loud, chanting some mantras. No one understood anything. 
But they understood he was uttering the names of some 
deities. 


"Come forth, those who live in this house... prostrate yourself 
to the deity..." the shaman ordered. The family members did 
as they were told. 


The shaman placed a fistful of grain at a corner of the board. 
Then he picked a few grains from there and placed them in 
the middle of the board. He mumbled his verses again. Those 
gathered were still focused on him. With his eyes closed he 
took a pinch of grains and kept them aside again. 


"The Sateri deity has spoken. The theft has been committed 
by a woman... She has taken the gold and given it to her 
husband." As he spoke the people began whispering to each 
other. 


"Quiet... quiet, let us question the witchdoctor further. Let us 
find out who this woman is," saida lady from that house, 
rising to her feet. 


"The woman who has stolen this gold lives in this very 
property," the shaman declared. 


"That means a woman from this house itself has stolen the 
old," said some of the villagers. 
£ 


"She is from the house next to this house," added the shaman. 


The next house is Joklu's house. There are only two houses 
on this property. Voices rose from the crowd naming Joklu as 
the thief. Joklu is my father. He got enraged and charged at 
the shaman, who took fright and tried to fled. Some villagers 
stopped him. 


"Is God telling you this or have you been put up by someone 
to say this?" asked the people of the village. 


"I swear on my mother, this is the judgment of the goddess..." 
as he shivered and spoke, Daddy gave him three to four slaps. 
The villagers intervened and separated them. 


"You bastard, swear on this coconut... swear that all you are 
Saying is true. Then let us break it at the Damodar shrine..." 
daddy yelled at him. 


"Who are you, you bloody thief, to make him swear..." the 
family of that house now accosted my father. 


"Joklu cannot be the thief. All this has been cooked up by you 
all..." spoke some among thecrowd. Two rival groups formed 
and began arguing loudly. A fight was about to break out. 
Theshaman took advantage of the ruckus and escaped. 


When the crowd realised the shaman had fled. they 
concluded that it was all a conspiracy. The real thief is hiding 
! ' 
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U and trying to spoil Joklu's name, they declared openly. The 

people tried to pacify my father. The villagers respected 

nd Joklu as a good man. He is poor, yes, he may starve of hunger, 

but he will not steal, they asserted. The fact that these people 
stood by them was heartening to my parents. 






When the family of that house sensed that the villagers had 
turned against them, they fell quiet. They began avoiding the 
gaze of those present. The crowd gradually dispersed. 


There was a lull for a week. Then slowly rumours spread in 
the village and all over Goa, that the robber had been found, 
and that Joklu was the thief. 


From that time, we stopped bringing the Saibinn to our 
house. No one had ordered that the Saibinn not be taken to 
our house. We did want the tradition to continue. But Daddy 
was so traumatized that he would get angry at the mere sight 
of the statuette. The Saibinn will never be brought into our 
house, he insisted, and none of us will go for the Saibinn at 
any other villager's house. This very Saibinn must show and 
declare who the real thiefis, he declared. 


On and off we could hear rumours calling us thieves. We 
young ones too were teased as children of thieves. Our 
reputations at school were also affected. The schoolmates 
would look for silly excuses to tease me. Life became 
miserable. 


Years passed by. My parents worked hard to prove that they 
were not thieves. Many people accepted that they were 
innocent. But our enemies never hesitated to say, "You are a 
robber."My mother passed away. A few years later she was 
followed by my father. My sisters and I were left behind. 
They endured the name calling for a while and then got 
married far away. They did well for themselves and lived 
happily. I too eventually got married and settled down. 


I longed for the day when someone would own up and say, "I 
am the thief." And then I realized - the Saibinn that we revere 
is a hollow belief. If that faith had been true, the items on the 
statuette would not have been stolen. If the Holy Mother had 
been embodied in that statuette she would have revealed who 
that thief was. I understood the difference between true and 
hollow faith, and that the true God does not swell in statues. 
Wherever the genuinely faithful gather, there God performs 
great miracles, I have seen this with my own eyes. I arrived at 
this profound conclusion that the true God lives in the hearts 
of true believers. 


If venerating the Saibinn has become a fashion or mere 
tradition, why shouldn't we join in too? Why should my 
children stay away from this tradition? 


I resumed bringing the Saibinn to our house. Every year my 
children celebrate the visit of the Pilgrim Virgin. The habit of 
calling someone else a thief when oneself is a thief is very 
prevalent among Catholics. That is why we often have to 


declare, "My mummy was not a thief, my daddy was not a 
thief, lam nota thief." 


) (Originally yon in Konkani: Necio D'Souza, Raia-~Goa) 
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IAM A MOTHER! 


By Maya Anil Kharangate 





lama mother 

Of my dear children 

Of my kith and kin 

Born after me 

Iam a mother 

Of my brothers and sisters in laws 
Iam a mother 

Of my inlaws 

And sometimes 

Even of my husband 
Iam a mother 

Of this beautiful nature 
Jama mother world 
Pardoning and embracing everyone 
Iam mother “Santeri”; 1am mother earth! 
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A HOME 


Every one aspires for a home 
Housed within the four walls 
Surrounded by trees and bushes 

A cosy and a lovable one 

No matter it be of mud and clay 
Built in a rural place 

Whether it is a bungalow 

Or a flat in a city 

Let its walls impart cultural values 
And there be a roof to shower love 
Sweet be the tongue of its inmates 
And the door be open for kith and kin 
Who may feel the warmth 

Such that a stay over again 

May find a place in their plan 

The food itself is the supreme spirit 
Be served to any hungry being 

Let the door be not shut on his face 
Whatever be the home 

A thatched hut or of concrete 

Let there be trust at its foundation 
An individual gets shaped 

So also he shapes others 

And this creates homes of trust 
Mercy, forgiveness and peace 
Make a heaven of every home 

It's a temple of the confluence 

Of these three currents 

If a home is like a temple 

Then why be stubborn 

To visit a temple? 





By Alka Sinai Assoldekar, 'The Nest’, Opp. T.V.S. 
Showroom, Borda, Margao — Goa. 403 602 
(English franslation of the Konkani Pogm 'Ghar') 
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LIBERATION 


Sunita was standing in the gallery awaiting Neha's arrival. 
Neha used to always reach home before five. She used to 
come home straight from college. She would always make a 
call in case she thought she would be late. Today, neither was 
there a phone call nor had Neha shown up. Just then, the 
clock struck six, and Sunita's concentration was disturbed. 


Where might have she gone? She would have informed had 
there been some programme in the college. She must have 
forgotten to tell, poor girl. Friends might have suddenly 
decided to have some programme. But she could have made a 
call. How much time would it take to do that? There are 
telephones all over, but the younger generation does not care 
to make a call. Sunita began to talk to herself. 


Just then the doorbell rang. Sunita ran to open the door. 
Sunita's husband, Sudhir, entered and closed the door behind 
him. 


‘Sudhir, Neha hasn't arrived yet....,! Sunita said. 


‘Is Neha still a kid? She is running eighteen. Must have gone 
out with friends,’ Sudhir tried to calm her down. 


"Yes. But could she not have informed? Give her a sound 
scolding when she returns.' 


‘Dear, why do you make a mountain out of a molehill? Just 
make me a coffee. 


Sunita placed water on one gas burner for the coffee and on 
the other she placed potatoes to boil. Her hands were at work 
but the mind was wavering. 


Sunita began to pace from the kitchen to the gallery. She 
came into the hall with the coffee cup a little while later. 


In these unstable days one can't predict anything. One isn't 
sure of returning home in one piece. Added to that are today's 
directionless children. One can't predict anything about 
them. They wield knives in the very hands which must really 
build the nation up. They love some attractive girl and when 
she rejects, take her life... the teacher within Sunita woke up. 
She began to talk incessantly. 


"What? Whose life are you taking?’ 


‘Nothing. That Amrita Deshpande of Pune, Vidya 
Prabhudesai of Mumbai. Take the recent case of Angana 
Shirodkar from Mhapshem, Tanuja Naik from Madkai. They 
were killed in broad daylight due toone-sided love affairs. 
Throwing acid on the face, cutting someone’: s throat with a 
knife, shooting someone with a gun............. 
Peak eevee #e And when all this is going on, people around 
stand like monoliths! None comes forward to save them.” 


‘Dear, now there is no humaneness. Every man is an island. 
None has the guts to come forward while a hapless girl is 
facing an atrocity. None comes forth to stop the calamity 
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By Harsha Shetye 


‘Lord Ramnath, please don't let such a thing happen in the life 
of my Bayula. We have never done anyone any bad; have 
never thought bad even in our dreams. We have done good if 
we could.’ 


"Never done anyone any bad....' And recalling an incident, 
Sunita was startled. Did I do that on purpose! 


.. She recalled that ten year old incident. She was a school 
teacher in Mumbai then. Neha was eight and Shantanu, four. 
She travelled everyday from Goregao to Charni Road by the 
local train. She used to setout at seven after rising before 
dawn and setting everything in place. 


It was slightly late that day. She hurriedly made chapatti- 
bhaji, filled the children's tiffin boxes and caught the ‘local’ 
after running for a while. The ladies' compartment was 
almost empty. There was just one other woman. At 
Jogeshwari a college girl boarded the train. And behind her a 
youth who looked like a ruffian. He began to tug at her purse. 
But the girl wouldn't let the purse go. Clutching the purse in 
her hands, she looked towards Sunita with great hope. 'The 
purse contains money to pay my fees. If the money goes, my 
academic year will go waste. Please help me!' So saying, she 
began to cry for help from Sunita and the other woman. 
Sunita looked at the woman sitting near the window. She was 
not ready to move from her seat. To top it, she began to look 
out of the window. Sunita was confused as to what to 
Had they both caught that thief, he wouldn't be 
able to do anything....... But if I alone try to intervene and he 
manhandles or puts me in an awkward situation, what 
WS Ms ace so thinking she too kept mum. But that girl tried to 
fight that ruffian alone. And suddenly, before the next station 
arrived, he pulled her towards the door and pushed her out. 
When the train halted, he walked out as if nothing had 
happened and disappeared into the crowd. 


That whole day Sunita was working under mental stress. | 
should have helped that girl, she thought again and again. 
She began to repent. She spent the whole night tossing and 
turning, writhing and wriggling. The next day there were 
headlines in the newspapers- 


‘She lost her legs for just Rs.250/- 
‘College student pushed out of running train." 


Both were newspaper headlines. She was sweating. She took 
the paper thinking what else might be written ahead. 


'... Today a pickpocket pulled a college student's purse and 
pushed her out of the running train. Both her legs had to be 
amputated as the train coming from the front ran over 
them....' She shuddered. 


'Ms Ashalata Jadhav boarded the train at Jogeshwari in the 
morning at 7.25 hours. A young fellow who was eyeing her 
boarded immediately behind her and began tugging at her 
purse. When she resisted, he fled with her purse after pushing 
in. She had Rs.250 in her purse which she 
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ad collected to pay her fees. There were two other women in 
he compartment. But they did not even move from their 
seats. Ashalata wriggled outside the railway line for two 
hours for help. Finally, someone informed the police and she 
was admitted to the hospital." 


Sunita's heart bled on reading that. Tears filled her eyes. The 
newspaper slipped out of her hands. 


Her heart used to beat faster when she reached the Vile Parle 
station every day. That girl used to stand before her eyes. 


PEP cst And one fine day, Mumbai Doordarshan telecast the 
girl's interview because she faced life with courage. 


"You tried to fight the thief even when you knew that you had 
only Rs 250? Did you not fear for your life?' 


'There was no question of fear. I would not be able to pay my 
examination fees if those 250 rupees had fallen into his 
hands. I would lose one year. That's why I fought with him at 
the cost of my life.' 


"Was there nobody else in the compartment when you were 
struggling?’ 


"There were two middle-aged ladies. I called out to them for 
help. But neither of them even squirmed in their seat. Had 
they caught him, he would not have got away. But I don't 
blame them. It was in my fortune to lose both my legs. 
Otherwise, perhaps, wiser counsels might have prevailed 
over them. ' 


"Will you pardon them?' 
"Who am I to pardon them? They have to pardon themselves.’ 


Sudhir and Sunita were watching the programme. Listening 
to the interview, Sunita's spirit stifled. She felt that she had 
committed a great sin and that there was no liberation for her 
from this sin now. 


‘Really Sunu, people's feelings have died. Had it been their 
own daughter in place of Ashalata, would they have sat 
quietly as they did? People have nowadays forgotten that 
they are part of the society,’ Sudhir remarked. 


‘But Sudhir, they also must have been surely upset. Their 
children must be waiting for them at home. What would be 
their children's future should anything go wrong with 
them....this thought must have perhaps crossed their mind.' 
Sunita expressed her innermost feelings. 


‘Quite true. But Ashalata is also somebody's daughter. Isn't 
it?’ 


She knew that Sudhir would simply extend this issue. 


‘Come on, sit down to eat now. I have laid the table. Children 
are held up because of you.' She ended the topic there itself. 


... But the incident came haunting to her. 


She became dejected and gloomy. In the meanwhile, Sudhir 
and was transferred to Goa. Stiyjta left her 
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job and they came to live in Goa. She slowly forgot the 
incident. 


She suddenly remembered it today when Neha was late. 


Oh God, please don't punish my daughter for my sin. I am 
ready to suffer any punishment you give. But let my daughter 
return safely. She began to repeat the name of God silently. 


‘Dear, that day that Shaila Narvekar. It seems he was her 
former lover. He shot at her in full view at the market place 
because of her refusal to marry him. Even if he is caught now, 
none will come forward to be an eyewitness and he will go 
scot-free. If at all he is punished, how much would that be? 
Taking the youth's age into consideration, simple 
imprisonment of four to five years! And what about the girl 
who died? What about her family? These bloody fools should 
be caned in public... What Sunu, are you listening to me?... 
Hey, lam asking you.' 


"...My...oh my... did you say something? Arey, Neha hasn't 
returned.' 


‘Sunu! How much would you worry? She'll come by now...’ 
So saying Sudhir put the TV on. There news over the 
television. 


"Today a college youth attacked a girl murderously in a one- 
sided love affair. It was to her luck that two girls who came 
from the front interfered and caught the youth. On hearing 
her cries people from the surrounding came forward and 
handed him over to the police. The girl has been admitted to 
hospital and her condition is critical.' 


As soon as Sunita heard that, her eyes filled with tears. 


‘Sudhir dear, what has befallen our Bayul?' Sunita began to 
sob. 


"Why are you crying like a fool? Whoever told you it is our 
Bayul?' 


Just then the doorbell rang. Sudhir ran to the door and opened 
it. It was Neha. She had a pulled and tired face but the eyes 
were shiny. Just then Sunita noticed her dress. It was full of 
blood. 

"Nehu, what happened to you....' Both came close to her. 


She gestured to them as if to say, 'please wait, I shall tell all’ 
and sat down on the sofa in style. 


‘How should I start Mummy, Pappa! When college got over, 
Shilpa Desai of SYBA was attacked by a mechanic with a 
knife. Prajakta and I were coming from the front. I did not 
know what to do. Were we not to stop him, he would have 
taken Shilpa's life. I do not yet know from where so much 
strength came to me. I caught his hands. Prajakta came 
running behind and she also caught him. People from around 
the place came running on hearing our cries for help." 


‘Dear, were anything to happen to you?’ Sunita said excitedly. 


"What's there in "4 Can anyone escape death? Even if I were 
to die it wouldgbe for a good cause. So many pé@ple die in 
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bomb explosions and riots. Today the IGP himself had come 
to drop me home. We have admitted Shilpa to the hospital.’ 


‘| am proud of you my dear!’ Sudhir patted her hair. 


‘| knew for sure you would be proud of me, Pappa. And, 
Mummy, I shall have a quick bath. By that time, please 
prepare something hot to eat. [am very hungry.' 


Sunita looked at her daughter for the first time with loving 
eyes. 


Her face was radiant! Eyes unusually resplendent! What a 
maturity, what courage at age eighteen! And what about me? 
It was my mistake. ...And she suddenly felt very light. The 
regret for the fact that she could not help Ashalata 
disappeared suddenly. The womb that gave birth to a girl, 
today felt very satisfied. Her very own daughter had put 
herself into peril and saved another girl's life. 


Sunita today had been liberated from the failing that had 
taken place unknowingly. 

Translated from the original Konkani by Damodar K. K. 
Ghanekar 
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TREE By Nutan Sakhardande 


It's Nice to plant a tree 





Watering it 
With your love 
Well make 

It grow faster 
And faster 
Each day 


As you 

Start aging 

The trees 

Shall keep growing 


But when 

The Nearer ours 
Will drift away 
It's the same tree 
That well be there 
With you 

To give 

Eternal company 





Translated into English by Madhav Borkar 
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SEVERAL TIMES 
By Prakash Dattaram Naik 


Ihave seen you 

Several times...... 

Holding Lord Krishna’s flute 

Sitting in front of the fireplace 

Blowing into the cavity...! 

In hope of generating seven notes of music 

Your eyes... em 
Flowing with Smoke filled tears! 


x 


Ihave seen you 

Several times...... 

Mistaking you heart 

Fora brinjal 

Roasting over the embers..... 
Roughening your soft palms 
In the hope of happiness..... 
And 

Hoping to see in fruition 

All the seeds of toil 

Of generations before you! 


All this... 
Several times.... ¢ 
Several times.... 
















Translated into English by Prof. Ramrao Vagh 
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her bones. Her eyes are now habituated to watching the 
surroundings while bathing in the cool air of late evening 
as the sun sets. They had come to live here a little before four 
years. She had liked the place right then. Villas and row 
houses in front and behind the defence colony. The long and 
busy road in front. A wide open ground behind, greenery all 
around the ground. Coconut trees in a row. Trees of all kinds 
standing in between in style. It's sheer pleasure to watch the 
coconut trees. They are fixed to a spot but there are 
movements in their world. Old leaves fall, new ones sprout. 
One who observes superficially will never know when they 
blossom; when they flower. Rosettes of flowers wave on the 
shrubs. Buds smile on the creepers. 


t was a routine for Minal to go to the terrace and loosen 


A little ahead is a small Shiv Temple. There is a Shiv Phallus 
inside. An old fig tree overlooks the temple. Passers-by halt 
for amoment. They wake up the Lord by ringing the bell; say 
a devotional prayer. 


Minal likes to watch the hide and seek of the coconut trees 
along with that of Nature. An infinite sky above, a green 
nature below. As darkness envelops the place, one sees stars 
appearing in the sky. The whole sky is dotted with stars 
within no time. 


Tonight one could not see a single star. Dark clouds have 
gathered in the sky. The leaves of fig tree began to shiver in 
the cold breeze. The wind suddenly gained speed. Just then 
lightning struck and it began to rain forcefully. Lights went 
off just then and the whole area disappeared into darkness. 
For a moment, Minal did not know what to do. She began to 
dance in the rain forgetfully. Just like mad. She remembered 
her childhood for fleeting moments. She used to get wet in 
the rain, then too. For some time she bathed in the shower. 


She had an inkling that someone was knocking on the main 
door. Perhaps it was Devdutt. She came down the steps 
hastily. Devdutt had already entered the house before she 
arrived. He switched on the emergency lights as soon as he 
came in. He was surprised to see Minal wet. 


"What's up Minal? You are totally wet. What were you doing 
in the rain? Go in, wipe your hair". He brought her a towel 
and told her, "Dry your hair completely, you catch cold soon. 
Till then I shall make tea." 


“No, no I shall make it. It'll be ready in two minutes". Minal 
dried her hair in a hurry changing into a gown, went to make 
tea. 


Devdutt knew the ABC of cooking. He used to cook on 
holidays or when alone. They had a difference of five years 
between them. They had respect for each other in their talk 
and behaviour. Becoming husband and wife after marriage, 
becoming one body and soul is like dissolving sugar in milk. 
How wonderful! They had not known each other before 
marriage. The acquaintance of strangers can be different at 
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By Arun Kakodkar 





different times of life. It's not easy to walk one's path while 
walking parallel to each other. But a happy marriage requires 
it. The husband-wife relationship is like the sky casting a 
light on earth and earth blushing with greenery in the light! 


Devdutt was trained in military discipline. He had imbibed it 
in the home too. Both children, Mugdha and Bunty, had been 
brought up in the same discipline. He had let the children 
mingle and laugh amongst themselves. Partaking breakfast 
and meals together was an unwritten rule! Today also 
Devdutt was having fun while having breakfast. Minal 
seemingly was talking to him but her mind was elsewhere. 


She was in two minds about telling him about the arguments 
she had with Mugdha. Devdutt hadn't noticed her 
restlessness. He was speaking freely as usual. Did that mean 
that Mughda hadn't told him anything! Then how did she say 
Pappa knew everything! The incident of the morning came 
before her eyes.... 


"Mugdha, are you ready? I have made chapatis. They are hot. 
Take whatever you want, butter or jam. You eat hurriedly and 
rush to college". Minal called out to Mugdha as she was 
getting ready. She used to praise mother in case she liked 
anything. She said to her while eating. 


"Mumma, I need to tell you something". 
"Okay, something soothing to the ears." 


"Mumma, I have an offer for modelling. I have an interview 
today". 


"Modelling! And you tell me when even-thing is done?" You 
are in the second year of MBA. There's one more year, whom 
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"Come on mumma.... Take it easy, Why are you so angry? 
Modelling is not bad, and I shall not stop studying. This is 
one opportunity and people will call mea fool if] let it go". 


"But do you know what modelling is? It's not for people like 
us! It's a glamorous job. Nice girls have been dragged away. 
People make a mountain out of a molehill in such matters. 
Outwardly, it is beautiful. There are a thousand ways to stand 
on one's feet besides modelling and who advised you to get 
entangled into such a web?" 


"Mumma, why do you feel so bad about it? Why do you look 
at it from a bad angle? Today the world is moving fast. None 
can do anything if one remains firm of will and strong in 
mind. Mumma, think calmly. I had never thought you would 
be so upset. I told you with the same simplicity as easily as I 
took the decision to modelling. I have spokerrto Pappa about 
it. He did not negative my decision. Okay Mumma, I am 
getting late. And yes, today is our college annual day. I shall 
be late". So saying, she left in a jiffy. 


Minal remained dumbstruck, looking at her back... 
Yesterday's little Mugdha has grownup into an adolescent 
girl. She is old enough to be able to take decisions on her 
own. One fine day, perhaps, she will come with a young man 
and say... "Mumma, he is XY Z....We are getting married, She 
will decide everything and tell us just as a formality. Today's 
children are much ahead... I had also loved a man but had not 
put my foot forward without parents’ permission. 


The faint light of the emergency light had spread and Minal's 
thoughts raced back in blue and pink memories twenty-two 
VORISALO csccusess. 


PRO eee She had just got a job in a famous 
pharmaceutical company after her B. Pharm. It was a new 
experience of a pragmatic world after the world of college 
was over. It takes time to get habituated to the discipline and 
precision of a commercial firm. One has to reconcile and 
make compromises. That age is such. One wants to do a lot in 
life... like a flying kite... new dreams on a new path... One 
finds a companion on the way. Without one's knowledge. 
Nikhil's acquaintance was also natural - without planning. 
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Her company had organized a two day seminar. Minal was 4 


part of the organizing committee. She worked hard to make I 


the seminar a success. Representatives of various companies 
all over India had participated. Experienced people guided 
the seminar. Nikhil was the compere. His clear diction and 
accurate pronunciation was borne out of a study in 
pharmaceutics. People liked the programme. Contacts 
between Minal and Nikhil increased after that. Really 
speaking, Minal was charged by Nikhil's personality. Tall, 
fair and slim. He was fond of sports. Swimming was his 
hobby. He liked trekking too. Beth were attracted towards 
one another. Friendship formed into love and one fine day 
Nikhil asked Minal's parents directly for Minal's hand. Minal 
had never imagined Nikhil could go thus far. But dreams 
don't always remain dreams! Reality has its feet on the 
ground. The approval for marriage was granted by both 
parties. 


Their life began beautifully, playfully. Hurrying to the office 
was part of life. Days passed naturally. Calendar leaves 
turned every month. There was a routine in their wedded life. 


And one fine day Minal was pregnant. She was feeling an 
enthusiastic and delicate simmer. The bud of their 
togetherness was sprouting. She was anxious about 
announcing the news. When she whispered into Nikhil's ears, 
he was very happy. He told Minal blinking his eyes. "I want a 
baby girl. Beautiful... just like a fairy in paradise. A flower is 
blooming in our beautiful world. Let her bloom as she will. 
Let her grow as she would..." 


Nikhil's wish came true. A beautiful girl came in their life. 
The nymph from heaven descended into their home. As 
beautiful as a rose. Enchanting. Nikhil's happiness knew no 
limits. He was confused............ He used to hold her all the 
time. His dream came true......... But it was cut short... 
Nikhil did not wait to see the flower open completely........ 
He was mad after trekking. Mugdha was eight months old. 
Nikhil had gone on a trekking adventure to Nepal. Thirty 
persons were killed when their plane struck a mountain while 
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landing. There were twelve Indians. Nikhil was one. 


Tears were flowing out Minal's checks when she recalled the 
incident. Nikhil's company was for just over two years... 
those twenty-five months were the best moments in Minal's 
life. She learnt to live life to the fullest from Nikhil. "Your 
daughter is now twenty years old, Nikhil. You had said... let 
her bloom as she will, let her grow as she would. I will bring 
her up just that way." She was talking to Nikhil silently in 
solitude. 


She did not know when lights came on. She wiped her tears. 
"Minal, why are you silent? What are you doing? Why are 
you so quiet?" Devdutt came to her. He was speaking to her. 
But her mind was unstable. Wavery. Just like mad. She came 
to lie on the bed after putting off the gas burner. Devdutt came 
into her life by change! Life which had germinated in one 
home was uprooted only to take root in another. How 
strange! Beyond imagination. It takes root in another house 
but its roots remain in the first home. No woman can 
suddenly forget the home which had sheltered her. And I had 
to change two homes. I don't know why this came into my 
destiny. 


Minal was alone after Nikhil's death. Totally secluded; witha 
tiny eight month old child. Support came from in-laws, 
parents but her mind had numbed. Her path was wet with 
tears.... was suppressed by sobs.... It was mind-boggling to 
even imagine about the future... Grief is inescapable. People 
will stop living if the weight of unavoidable sorrow remains 
forever. Perhaps that's why sorrow flows with the torrent of 
life, keeping some signs behind! If the banyan tree 
languishes in the sorrow at the fall of every leaf, it will never 
grow. But it does not stop growing; new leaves replace the 
old ones. 


Though Minal joined work after handing charge of Mugdha 
to her mother-in-law, she did not have the same enthusiasm 
and spirit as before. Days pricked her like needles. It seemed 
there was darkness all around! She would at times blench 
suddenly. Return home frightened. She recalled all that 
happened wreeeres A beautiful world had just began. She had 
imagined many things. But the game of life had folded up 
suddenly. "How could you leave a tiny Mugdha to myself 
alone and leave? Minal used to cry alone. Her body shivered 
with fright. Her mind was looking for the old shelter like a 
domestic cat. 


The tempest was slowly calming down. One has to come out 
of the shock at some time. The wounds in the heart had not 
healed. She used to run home with the worry of her daughter. 
She was trying to forget sorrow by looking at her face. 


She used to forget everything while at work. Madhura 
worked with her. Both were in the same department. She 
cared a lot for Minal. She used to take her to and bring her 
from office. Minal told her all and lightened her sorrow. One 
day Madhura announced her engagement. Preparations were 
on for the engagement. Once Minal was waiting for her at the 
office to go home. Madhura's car halted near har. It was being 








driven by a young fellow. Madhura introduced him as soon a 0) 
they sat in. "This is Devdutt. My cousin. He is not onl 


Devdutt, Lieutenant Devdutt - an officer in the Indian Navy. @ff¢ 


He is stationed at Kochi. He has come on leave for my 
engagement." Minal could see his face in the rearview 
mirror. Quite a fair, roundish countenance. Straight nose. 
While they exchanged glances in the mirror, Minal shrank 
within, She diverted her sight Madhura and he were talking 
all along with way. They were having fun in-between. They 
were at times sharing with Minal. 


The next day he dropped them to office. Incidentally, he 
happened to meet Minal in the market. Her office worked for 
a half day on Saturdays. Minal had been out for shopping. 
Devdutt saw her from a distance and came to her. "I had come 
to order some things." He said smiling. He wanted to speak 
more. Minal felt it. She said something and walked ahead. 


She was forced to be present at the engagement ceremony. 
For one, Madhura had lovingly insisted on her attendance 
and she could not shy away from a dear friend's ceremony. 
She went there hardening her feelings. She had dressed very 
simply. The upright form of her face, pretty nose, delicate 
mouth, hair let loose over the neck, she had dressed in a pale 
Pista-Coloured Saree dotted with small red flowers. She 
looked beautiful even in that. She was sitting amongst people 
with her head down. She was not aware of the fact that 
someone was watching her intently. Madhura's mother 
wished her from close. There was another woman with her. 
"This is my sister-in-law, Devdutt's mother. Madhura was 
saying, Devdutt has met you", she introduced. Minal smiled 
superficially. Devdutt came to her a couple of times. Spoke to 
her. Madhura's parents, friends, relatives also met Minal. 


Back home from the engagement, she told her mother-in-law 
everything. "Mummy, all of them frequented my seat. I felt 
quite awkward there. I had gone due to Madhura's 
insistence." 


"Who were those who came to meet you" asked mother-in- 
law. 


"Madhura's parents, her maternal uncle, aunt and a cousin. 
Madhura had introduced him to me. He is Lt. Devdutt, a 
naval officer stationed at Kochi. There were many others". 


Her mother-in-law had a kind of inkling. Why would so 
many people come to meet purposely! She could guess 
something on hearing Devdutt's name. She immediately 
called Minai's mother and told her everything. 


Minal's mother used to worry a lot about her daughter. She 
could not bear to see the desolation of her young daughter. 
She could not surmise whey her daughter's life was so 
crookedly bent. Minal's plight was like one who ran with the 
speed of wind and losing balance suddenly dashed to the 
ground. She was shivering in loneliness. She needed the 
warmth of companionship. If any good 'boy' would make her 
his own along with her one and half year old dqughter.... she 
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thought day and night. She used to talk to her husband... and 
today she had got a hint. She was thinking about asking 
Madhura over the phone. 


It happened as per her wish. The next day Madhura herself 
came to meet her. She had taken leave. 


“Madhura, Congrats! I was happy to know the engagement 
went on very well." Madhura paid her obeisance to her. 


"I was wanting to phone you," she said to Madhura. 


"I had come for that very purpose. I know why you wanted to 
call me. About Devdutt, isn't it" She chuckled. 


"Devdutt is my maternal cousin. My uncle has two sons. The 
older is married. He lives at Thane. Devdutt is the other. He 
has a four and half year old son. Don't be surprised. His wife 
passed away about a year and half ago due to cancer. Since 
then he is alone. Bunty is his son. Most of the time he is with 
his grandmother. She frequents Devdutt. He is not much old. 
Just thirty-one. They have seen Minal. All of them liked her. 
Her state of mind is not such that I can speak all this to her. 
She is in her own thoughts. Should you wish, you can ask her. 
The boy is very good. He has no vices though he is a top 
officer. He is quite disciplined. He will treat Minal like a 
queen. But there's one condition. Minal will have to leave the 
job because Devdutt is transferred off and on. He was in 
Kolkata before. Later, Vishakaptanam. Now he is at Kochi 
Think it over. He will be here for next two days." 


Madhura sat for a while and then left. Minal's mother had a 
kind of hint. An opportunity had come walking to the door. 
Minal and Devdutt had, in the last few days, met a couple of 
times. They had spoken to each other.... If there was 
something...! Minal had not yet control over her grief. She 
was stubborn right from childhood. She would not go 
anywhere near something she did not want. 


She immediately called Minal............ Minal shot out any 
angrily when she heard mother's words. "No I shall see how | 
manage myself.... don't worry about me". The matter ended 
there. 


When Madhura told Devdutt about Minal's negative reply, he 
was disheartened. 


"Why don't you speak to Minal yourself? You know each 
other quite well now?", Madhura tried to boost him, After 
some thought Devdutt was ready. He called Minal. "My 
vacation has ended. I am leaving tomorrow. Let's meet once 
before that." Hearing that, Minal at first became confused. 
She did not know whether to say yes or no. 


"Let's meet after office. Madhura will also be with us," she 
blurted out. 


"No I want to meet you alone". 


She hesitated. "Okay." So saying, she kept the receiver down. 
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went to a restaurant after dropping Madhura at the bus stand 
Devdutt brought forth the subject of marriage. Minal did no? 
like it. She remained silent, face down. 


"Look Minal, | am telling you as a friend" 
"Then let's stay like friends" 


"I have no objection to stay like a friend. But I have liked you 
from the depth of my heart. I desire that you be my life 
companion. I know your anguish but do not think it fit that 
one should remain sullen forever. It's very difficult to digest 
the fact that an intimate companion suddenly leaves a void in 
your heart! I am suffering the same pain. My Supriya left me 
suddenly, leaving my three year old Bunty to me. I am 
moving with that sorrow in my heart. My heart writhes in 
agony when I look at him. Such a tiny kid cannot live without 
a mother. I experience his suffering. Don't you think your 
Mugdha should get a father! Man cannot live in isolation. 
Even flowers, leaves, trees play with Nature. They laugh, 
bloom, fruit. One would not find the sweetness of 
companionship anywhere though one sings the glories of 
loneliness. Our children will get a new direction if we come 
together. Let's built a new world. Let's understand each 
other.... Think it over and do as you like. | am awaiting your 


reply..." 


One has a special space in one's heart for someone.... a 
special relation.... a special feeling. For some reason those 
feelings are jostled. The confusion rises. The mind does not 
take a decision straight away. The very same thing happened 
to Minal. Devdutt met her by accident. Her mind, bereft of 
wings, was changing. She used to go to the Internet to distract 
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her disconsolate mind. She used to chat with Devdutt on 
Orkut... She used to speak her mind out give way to her 
emotions.... speak about her grief and happiness... and 
unknowingly she said ‘yes! to Devdutt one fine day. Everyone 
was looking forward to her assent. What was there to say? All 
this had come about within three months. Minal entered 
Devdutt's house with him in the slow moving steps of a bride. 
Anew dawn was breaking in their life. 


When Minal came to live in Kochi with Devdutt, she was a 
little confused in the new house. The first steps of a new 
family - the first rays of the sun, fresh air... smiling trees all 
around. A decorated house... new aspirations... new hopes... a 
new beginning... nobody waved lighted lamps A beauty had 
spread around spontaneously with her arrival. Mayee, 
Devdutt's mother stayed with them for a month. Now, she 
was on her own. The family of foursome. Slowly everything 
was falling in place... She was getting habituated to the new 
world. But there was a hitch. Bunty could not reconcile with 
her. She did not feel it so long as Mayee was around. Then it 
struck her that Bunty was not taking anything from her 
hands. He would just leave any eatables she gave him. He 
stayed hungry’ at times. He would bring his own plate and 
glass like an adult. He would not speak to her. He would sit 
with Papa and play with him. Minal was thinking. What is 
wrong with him? Why is he holding a grudge against me! 


One day she embraced him and asked him, "Dear, why don't 
you talk tome! Am I not your Mummy?" 


aN OseTLOss 
Mumma". 


no... you are not my Mumma. You are Mugda's 


“No dear, [am your Mumma" 


"No...no...no... my Mumma has gone to God's place. How 
she used to love me! She always used to hold me. You don't 
hold me close. You don't! have affection for me", Bunty 
expressed himself gesturing. 


Why does he say this, Minal thought. Such a little kid of four 
and three quarter years was talking as if trained. He must 
somehow be persuaded. She took him in his lap and touched 
him lovingly. "Bunty, what did Mumma do? Held you close. 
Kissed you thus. And what else?" she asked lightly stroking 
his hair... 


Bunty suddenly bloomed. His rounded cheeks bulged a little 
more... He began to lispingly narrate his mother's tales with 
widened eyes. He used to like his mother a lot. She used to 
relate nice stories to him. Of gods, demons, brave kings, the 
moon, of the hare and tortoise and sing songs and rhymes. 
Papa and Mumma would take Bunty to the garden. They 
would make him sit on the swing. They made him play on the 
see-saw and slide. They would sit on the seashore in the 
evening. Bunty loved to play with the waves. He enjoys 
playing cricket and football with Papa. Wind blows like mad 
on the shore. Whenever wind blew, mother's hair would be 
blown over her eyes set. Bunty would set it aside from her 
face. When Bunty did that, Mumma would laugh loudly and 
kiss Bunty's hands. j 





"Do you remember all this? You were so small." 
"Yes I do remember. And... and..." 
"And what else?" 


"Pappa was telling me. He also remembers Mumma. This he 
tells me holding me close". Bunty was relating shaking his 
head. 


Oh, so that was it! So that's why the irritation. Minal 
understood the secret of his ire... No my dear, this Mumma 
will also love you like you were loved before. She will hold 
you like this. She will love youa lot". 


"Really Mumma?"... Promise”. 


"Promise... my dear, my prince, I will never hurt you" She 
pulled Bunty very close to her....Slowly Bunty became 
familiar. The new mother was feeding him, taking him out to 
play. He used to play with little Mugdha. 


The days passed... Bunty joined a school. iMumma was 
teaching him. She used to teach him, take up his homework. 
New books in the new academic year, new curriculum... 
Bunty grew up so fast before her eyes!...Passed to higher 
standards with good marks. He loved aeronautics. His 
dreams were to fly... he was the son of a naval officer. The 
crowning moment in his life came when he was selected as a 
pilot officer in the Indian Air Force after completing the 
difficult curriculum at the NDA. He called Mumma before 
anyone else on the phone from Dehradun to tell her about it. 
"Mumma, I want your and Papa's blessings in the first place. I 
shall come to meet you soon. Tell Mugda to call me... Bye! 


Minal could not believe the fact for some time. The kid who 
used to sit poke-faced when I first came to live here... One 
who used to behave contemptuously with me... and today he 
has reached this height! I cajoled him to love him like a real 
mother. Loved him as much as Mugha... treated him like own 
son. Today he respects me like mother...what a difference.. 
..what a change during the past eighteen-nineteen years... for 
so many years I raised this family. I forgot all the bitter-sweet 
memories in the process of decorating my own house... I 
correlated with neighbours and friends and relatives. Today I 
have respect as the wife of a naval commodore. All moments 
in life have joined together to form life... she was filled with 
emotions. She came out of the bedroom. She became stable 
in the light of the bulb. She put on the gas burner to warm 
food. While she was thinking about Mugdha's whereabouts, 
the door-bell rang. 


hee "Mumma look!" Mugdha came near mother as soon as 
she came in I have got the 'All-rounder of the year prize’. 
Mumma, my Mumma". She held mother from behind... her 
habit of soft and flattering language had remained the same 
though she had grown old... she had left after I had scolded 
her. How did this girl forgot it so fast... Minal was thinking. 
On one side, she had appreciation for her. She wanted to feel 
her lovingly. Rut the morning's anger had not diminished. 
She touchedgfer head lovingly. 
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Mugdha came into the hall outside grumbling. Papa pulled 
her close. He patted her. 


"How was the interview?" he asked. 
"Papa, the interview was best. They were all impressed". 


Mugdha's talk was being overhead by Minal. Okay, so all this 
was already decided! Papa had given his assent! Then why 
didn't Devdutt tell me? Or have I become stranger in my own 
house! Minal's mind was wavering with uncalled for 
thoughts. 


At the dinner table, otherwise there is so much fun. But today 
nobody spoke. 


Such a sweet moment as today's. Mumma was never so angry 
with me.... then why doesn't she speak today! Mugdha felt 
very bad. I should tell her kindly... make her understand... she 
makes me understand, calms me down... Now perhaps it's 
time for me to make her understand. Mugdha left silently. 
She washed her hand and went to the bedroom. 


After cleaning the kitchen platform Minal came into the 
bedroom and put on the bed lamp. Devdutt soon followed. 
He held her hand to make her sit beside him and asked. 


"Minal, I am watching you for quite a while. You are not your 
original self... You are upset... Saddened... what has come 
over you?" 


"Mugdha took a decision to go in for modelling. She did not 
ask me at all. You gave her assent. Then why was the fact 
hidden from me? Should you tell me after everything is over? 
Is this the glory she has given me in return for bringing her up 
after crossing all barriers". Today Minal was talking to 
Devdutt as if mad! 


Devdutt remained staring at her for some time. He had seen 
this stance of hers for the first time. He did not know how to 
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make her understand. "Look here Minal. It was my fault that 
did not tell you. She told me only this morning. I forgot in the 
morning since I was in hurry. I saw that your mood was off in 
the evening. That's why I did not raise the issue. I don't know 
why Mugdha told you last. Perhaps, she took the matter 
lightly! And it is only the first step. Only the interview has 
taken place. She has to be selected in that. Why do you take 
this to heart? Why do you want to mean that modelling itself 
means "exhibition of the body". I know there is glamour in it! 
But so long as one is tough, one is confidently going ahead, 
does one's work naturally and honestly, nothing or nobody 
can stop you. Today the world is marching ahead. Girls have 
become astronauts and pilots. It's no use harping on the old 
and making a negative meaning. Today Mugdha is a grown- 
up girl. She is an adult who understands the good and bad 
sides of an issue. She is just coming up. Just like a new sprout. 
A sprout is delicate and soft. It has its own growth and speed. 
If one hits it, it will be dishevelled. You have imbibed her 
with good values. They will never let her down. You also 
have imbibed Bunty with values. He has grown with them. 
He remembers you... you came into my life as my 
companion, forgetting all the past. The plant which we had 
planted nineteen years ago has today become a huge tree. 
Your labour and sacrifice to that end is simply great. 
Someone has to make sacrifices. Otherwise a family cannot 
survive.... A woman can sacrifice one part of such a big life 
and she gets the patience, forbearance and strength to make 
more sacrifices. I have never spoken, but today I do... you are 
great, Minal". 


Minal's heart was filled with emotion. She recalled Nikhil's 
words. He used to say, "A beautiful flower has bloomed in 
our loving family. Let it bloom as it should, let it grow as it 
would". Today Devdutt spoke Nikhil's mind out. 
moment she felt she should embrace Minal. 


For a 


She herself came into Devdutt's embrace. 
softly. Their touch was totally wet with each other's love. She 
felt he should be always near her...... 


He patted her 
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LIFE PARTNER 


Written by Vijaya Sarmalkar 
Translated by Vijaya Sheldekar 


On Seashore of life 

Along thorny path 

Based on mutual trust 

Your company was the Best 


Bridle green Bangles 
Dressed in an elegant saree 
It's time for marital tie 

Full of shy & shiver 


Mind feared 

With doubts— Puzzles 
What's in Store! 
Of my family life 


Stepped in the Newly Home 
Speeding like an elephant 
Whipped the tears off 

On hearing, pleasing voice. 


7K KK KK OK 


GIVING UP 


Original Konkani Poem by Prakash Dattaram Naik 
Translated by Prof. Ramrao Vagh 


By changing colors 

They tore apart humanism 

Since then chameleons have given up 
Changing their own colors. 


They amassed to their single mouth 

Countless numbers of mouths 

Since then double-mouthed serpents have given up 
One of their mouth. 


By curling their tails inside 

They displayed false mask of bravery 
Since then dogs have given up 
Curling their own tails. 

In pursuit of their selfish motives 
They climbed over their own friends 
Since then crabs have given up 


Pulling down other crabs. 
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WHAT ALL DAYS.....! WD 


Poet by Nagesh Karmali @ t 
Translated by Rashmi Rathi 






What all days have we had to see? 
Days- 

Sometimes..... of shedding tears 
Sometimes..... of burning joys 
Attimes of eulogizing ourselves 
And sometimes....... 

Of brushing off, contemptuously 
Dusting ourselves offruthlessly 
Whatall days....! 





Days- 

(Which) at stark noon 

Had had to risk dark with gloom 
And stomping down 
Relentlessly, 

Had had to crush the sun-god 
Agonizingly 

Within the womb of the night 
What all days have we had to see? 


Days- 

Formed and formless 

Faded 

Even when soaked in color 
Days- 

Lustrous but lacking halo 
Days- 

Bloodied 

Yet concussed below the skin 
Step after step 

Unknowingly obstructed 
What all days have we had to see? 


Days- 

Of having had to forget 

Faith 

Days..... dirt-laden, withered 
Yet 

Days of plunging oneself 
Into the thick of the battle 
With no thought spared 

For before or after 

As though overcome witha 
Embracing even death 

What all days have we had to see? 


Days- 

(Which) having risen were made to doze 
Yet nestled the dreams of future 
Marking the signs 

Of the storm beyond the gaze 
Thinking of the morrow 

In the company of warm fire 
Lighting the lamps 

Igniting the flames 

Of that irrepressible awakened urge 
What all days have we had to see? 


Days- 

Every moment having had to stifle 
Smother the voice 

Nip in the bud the word 

Yet sailing over the crest of emotions 
Busting the web of directions 
Calling out 

Inviting the cosmos 

Invoking ourselves 

Drunken with fervour 


Whatall days.......... 
Sometimes....... of shedding tears 
Sometimes....... of burning joys 


What all days have we had to see? 
oe kk ok ok ok 
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MY UNCLE'S 


ere's my uncle's bullock — cart , 
Powered by Mhalu and Balu, ever smart » 


The bells around their neck 
Awakening villages along the track 
Through dense forests and flora 

Of the Pandavas of another era 

Go, go, Balu! 

Go, go, Mhalu! 

To Chandarwadi* the cart is headed 


Here's my uncle's bullock —cart...... 


The smell of the harvest 
Mounds of paddy on the threshing floor! 
The cart is loaded with sacks 
One upon another, neatly stacked 
Go, go, Balu! 

Go, go, Mhalu! 

The cart gathers the entire crop 


Here's my uncle's bullock —cart........... 


There is this competition eo 
And uncle secures the hook in position 
He whips up the nose-rings 

The moment the whistle screams 

Go, go, Balu! 

Go, go, Mhalu! 

Prizes galore for the speeding cart 


Here's my uncle's bullock —cart............ 


It is now dusk 

But uncle is still at task 

He summons all 

Children big and small 

Go, go, Balu! 

Go, go, Mhalu! 

The cart goes for a trip across 


Here's my uncle's bullock —cart..... 


Written by Pobre Fernandes 
Tanslated by Walter Menezes 
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HUMAN LIFE A OASIS 


Untolerable for me the Desert 

either ona screen or in real 

getting myself lost in it, I fear 

one can get lost any how, any where 

ina dense forest, sea or ina crowd, But 

dreadfullness of barran desert rooted in my heart somewhere. 





Death to me like getting lost in the Desert 

Though mythology says it takes you to stars, heaven, hell....... 
desert as a eternal resting place, a thought ungraspable. 
Surrounding, circumstances, makes often my heart Barran 

a bridge of Poetry takes your existance beyond that 


draadfullness 


Human life on the earth, a Oasis 
It is that has come beyond, crossing some desert? 


26K KOK KK 


WHICH ARE MY ROOTS? 


Poem by Harsha Shetye 
English translation by Mhaji Mati Khayachi 


Many atimes a thought crosses my mind 


which is my soil? 


The one in which I germinated? 


Since the time i became mature 


I was told that this is not your soil 


Don't sprout here 


Don't spread your roots here 


You have to sprout elsewhere 


And one fine morning 


I was sprouted at another spot 


with great pomp 
years rolled by 

I endured 
Powerful storms 
rain& floods 


and scorching heat 


[ penetrated my roots very deep 


A sapling turned into a gigantic tree 


Flowers bloomed and i bore fruits 


And suddenly one day 


a seedling warned me 


Your shadow is hampering my growth 


Be off with your roots 


I want to sprout here 


Does this soil not belong to me? 


then which soil ip mine? 
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THE EARTH- A COMPUTER 


Original in Konkani by: Prakash Padgaonkar 













OH MY SON 


Translation by: Manikrao Gavnekar In your childhood 

You would wear my 

The Earth 

Is the eternal, indestructible | oer and roam around : 

Curtain of the computer a roudly 

And the Universe eee 

Is the monitor screen. Acting like an adult 
You would place my spectacles 

ivi ~ On your minute nose 
ds of id 1y 

is eee oud With both your hands on your back 

Internet of vitality Roam around smartly 

And bring wholly 

The plan of grand programme At that time, my son 

Of infinite scale of LG, Z Wewouldpraise you 

Wisdom m Our hearts would fill with joy 

Near to each other Thinking that we have gota 
Successor 

Similarly \  Butnow, as you have grown up 


Black-holes, milky ways < 


you are ashamed of our 


Strolling in each and Broken spectacles and 
Every corner in space j Worn out slippers 
Recording birth : 

Ofnew aves of a Instead of holding our 
Living stars in the sky Shivering wrinkly hands 
And of plants. ee is take your 


I bring supernatural 
Mandate having 
Collected from there 
In the jurisdiction 
Of the centre of the 
Universe. 


The Earth 
Is the eternal indestructible 
Curtain of the computer 
And the universe 

Is the monitor screen. 
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But remember one thing son! 
Today it is our turn 
Tomorrow would be yours 


What we are suffering today 

You might suffer tomorrow 

How weare ditched today 

You might be ditched in same way 


And you know, my son 
When your own blood betrays you 
You won't be able to bear the pain 


(Original Konkani poems by N. Shivdas from “SARTH 


DUK” KHARTH” & translated into English by 
Pandharinath Damodar Lotlikar) 
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by Yuga Adarkar 


God please help the walls 

To Speak with me 

[have lots of stories to tell 

of my School, my friends 
From here and there 

Ifi try to tell my Mom 

She says ‘just waita little’ 

Ifi try to tell my Dad 

He too says ‘just a minute baby' 
If I try to share it with bro 

He gives a deaf ear 

God, I am surrounded by 

Four walls 

No garden, No butterflies 

I can't speak to any 

As it happens always in our slum > 
Does this in school occurs too? 
What's a school really like? 
Who will tell me sure and true? 





ORR RK 


WHATS A SCHOOL LIKE? 


Shalla Ashee Asta Kai?” Nayana Adarkar 
Trans :Rashmsi Rathi 


As they swarm around in auntie's pub, 
Do kids at school gather too? 

Lostas they get ina game of cards 

Are they in books engrossed too? 


Like my sack of broken glass 
Have they on their back 

To carry a bag? 

And like my mended tattered wear 
Do they also have rags to wear? 


In the school compound 

Do men and women roll a ground? 

Are the butts of half-smoked beedies 

Easily found lying around? 

Are there on the walls of the school building 


Half—naked starlets pin ups? 
And does that black board like wise hav 
Shahrukh's posters put up? 

Is there in school like Abdul Dada 
Another dada, also? 

Do teachers ask, him to hit out hard 
Thwack, thwack, blow on blow? 


1 OR OK ! 


SV YAU Ant A 





’ 


OH GOD HELP ME PLEASE! 





a 


U) 





~ 
THE BEAUTIFUL HIMALAYAS C 


Konkani Poem Translated by Poet herself 
-Mrs. Vijaya Navin Sheldenkar 


The beauty on mountain tops 

So unique in Himalayas 

Snowy peaks with 

Glittering Diamond dots 

Raising pleasure levels to ecstacy 
At its bottom are the lakes 

Where waters stood still 

Rowing the canoe 

Viewing the Reflections 

Makes you wonder 

Are you really with your Paramour 
A slight drizzle 

The sudden chill 

Aren't you amongst Icy Tops 

From the vantage Hotel Gallery 
The iconic Annapurna Range 
Cleansed all the negatives in you 
The hangover of which lingered all around 
Till you lost sight in the clouds 

High up in the skys on your flight back home. 





KKK KK KKK 


BIRTH 


We're born in this soil 

Where were we before our birth? 
Which religion or community 

Which caste or creed we belonged to? 
Nowhere we were in fact 

Hence the birth here in this soil 


How could we deny this fact? 


It was never in anybody's hand 
Where to take birth or where to live? 
It is our destiny to have born and 

To live here in this Indian soil 

How can we forget the Nation 


While enjoying this destiny? 





How can we forget the land? 

How can we killa language? 

How is it possible to neglect tradition? 
This sort of life 

Or that sort of life 


One should know once for all. 


(Original Konkani poem by N. Shivdas from “SARTH 
DUK” KHARTH”) 
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THE STORM OF LIFE 


(Original Konkani poem by N. Shivdas 
from “SARTH DUK” KHARTH”) 





AWAKENING 


(Original Konkani poem by N. Shivdas 
from "SARTH DUK" KHARTH") 





May the storm of my life As we blazed 
Continue Many fellows awaked 
The same way as now With our heat 
That habituates Casting out from the nerves 
My boat of life Their disappointments 
To climb up All waked up 
The stormy waves, And within no time 
My nose gets used Everybody's hearts 
To bear storms, Turning into flames 
My boat gets Went on blazing 
Strength to swallow All the sides 
The entire sea; ! 
My boat can attain 4 The jungle exclusively 
Mountainous height . a Caught fire 
And get realization ;; iy NN Scattered all around 
Ofrising up its head x Flames of revolution 
High in the wide ocean Those hidden 
My boat gets courage. ‘ In nooks and corner E: 
To flight the storm EN Appeared in their black face 
In this world! Nh ae We brightened them too 
He Cleaning off all darks 
2K 2K 2K 2K 2K 2K OK 2K OK 2K OK s, 


WHOM IS THIS FOR? 
Written By : 


Saraswati Naik 


If we ourselves 

Get vanished here 

If we suck our human blood 
And behave like drunkards 
If we ourselves chopped 
And finished one another 
Then who'll live here 

To avail the fruits 

Of all that we reaped? 

Oh, dear friends! 

We are for whom? 

And who will be there for us? 
We ourselves 've constructed 
These structures 

Ourselves 've erected 

These dwellings and domes, 
Stairs, chapels and prayer homes ... 





Whom shall we hoodwink SG #y 
Saying - ; 4 
DIS tienes. is written by God “ 
That......is prophesied by God?.... 


If at all there's challenge of war 

If such races even the wild animals 
Will be ashamed of, continue 

Then why one should take 

The name of God only? 

As the situation demands 

We must fight the battle here... 
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From their unpleasant faces 


The situation now 
Changed gradually 
Words from the tips 
Of their lips too 
Frankly sang 

Warm welcome songs 
In all the villages 





Hereafter we'll not be G Hf 
Submissive like the cattle... soa! 

1 < 
As we fumed and bakzed ie 


All these delights resulted! 
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CASA BHONSLE 


Restaurant & Bar 


A CAFE BHONSLE VENTURE 
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BATTLE'S CIRCUMAMBULATION 


(Original Konkani poem by N. Shivdas 
from “SARTH DUK” KHARTH”) 


Problems must creep up sometimes 
As if the sudden obstacles of rainfall 
Just as if the dry earth facing 

Acute problem of thirst 

Acute problems must gambol 

In the man's mind.......... 

Problems shooting up at times 
Reminds you, alarms you 

To be alert in the battlefield...... 


Endless is this battle 

Perennial indeed, this battle; 
Forget it not Oh, my dear 

No desistance now 

Desistance I never know, 

Battle too has its end 

Only at the end-point of infinity 
One can't say 

This wheel of time circumambulates 
Returning to the same point 

Again and again...... 

Only the difference is that 

The torch of battle 

After you 

Must always remain burning in you! 
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TWILIGHT 


By Isha Lawande 


Ball-like sun 
We play with you 
All day long 





We get engrossed 
In our play 


Then why do you 
Slip in the sea all of a sudden? 


Everyone says 
“It's twilight” 


We feel sad 
Even the birds return to their nests 


See how the trees and flowers 
Are angry 


Then, only God feels 
Sorry for us. 


He sends the moonlight 
In your place in the sky 





See now, how happiness 
Spreads amongst us. 


Translated by Dr. Nisha Alfonso, Marcel—Goa. 
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Written By : Gourish Vernekar 
} Translated by : Hrishikesh Kadam 
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Today was the need 
For some brightness 
Brightness to find my Sun 
hidden within the clouds 


2 KK ok ok ok 


Without taking anyone's word 
I'll create my own meaning 
And will make everyone search 
the meaning for it. 


2 OK ok OK OK 


Kite learns 
what is taught through its strings 
when the wind blows rough 
it flies with its on wings 
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THIS LIFE? - 
Written By : Mahesh Parkar 


( 


Living and sufferings advancing in a parallel path 
What to do with this life 

Neither you nor anybodies affection is mine 
Everyone involved in their own thoughts 

Iam in my debt of problems 

Shame to expose them and difficult to tolerate 
What to do with this life 

Trying to share my pleasure moments to them 
but feeling, their suspicious glances 

cannot uttar it though, due to lack of words 

what to do with this life 

sense of scareity with the things that I don't have 
Valuelessness of that I grab 

Life is surrounded by contradiction 

Dream of becoming Noble and wise lost where 
Living the life with fear and lying a great crime 


what to do with this life. 
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Dont search for me in the skies 
standing at my doorstep 
Hold your tears in the hands 
Find me shining within 


ok OK KOK 2K OK 


Sitting on the footpath 
passerby asked my price 





| said hundred and eleven 


Same would cost you 
At thousand hundred eleven 
in sophisticated glass bounded showroom 


He said you are on footpath 
How's for a eleven? 
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Workshop For the college students. 
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Writers celebrating first annivarary on 20th July 2014 at Saraswati Mandir Fomento hall. 
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The life of every celebration 
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